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PREFACE. 


HESE Satyrs have been favourably received at 
Home and Abroad. I am not conſcious of the 
leaſt Malevolence to any particular Perſon through all 
the Characters; though ſome Perſons may be fo ſelfiſh 
as to engroſs a general Application to themſelves, A 
Writer in polite Letters ſhould be content with Re- 
putation, the private Amuſement he finds in his Com- 
poſitions, the good Influence they have on his ſeverer 
Studies, that Admiſſion they give him to his Superiors, 
and the poſſible good Effect they may have on the Pu- 
blic; or elſe he ſhould join to his Politeneſs ſome 
more lucrative Qualification. 

But it 1s poſſible that Satyr may not do much Good. 
Men may riſe in their Affections to their Follies, as 
they do to their Friends, when they are abuſed by o- 
thers. It is much to be feared that Miſconduct will 
never be chaced out of the World by Satyr; all there- 
fore that is to be ſaid for it, is, That Miſconduct will 
certainly be never chaced out of the World by Satyr, 
if no Satyrs are written : Which is applicable like- 
ways to graver Compoſitions. Ethicks, Heathen and 
Chriſtian, and the Scriptures themſelves, are, in a great 
Meaſure, a Satyr on the Weakneſs and Iniquity of 
Men; and ſome Part of that Satyr is in Verſe too. 
Nay, in the firſt Ages, Philoſophy and Poetry were 
the ſame Thing; Wiſdom wore no other Dreſs. So 
that, I hope, theſe Satyrs will be the more eaſily par- 
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PREFACE. 
doned that Misfortune by the Severe. If they like not 
the Faſhion, let them take them by the Weight ; for 
ſome Weight they have, or the Author has failed of 
his Aim. Nay, Hiſtorians themſelves may be conſi- 
dered as Satyriſts, and Satyriſts molt ſevere ; ſince ſuch 
are moſt human Actions, that to relate, is to expoſe 
them, 4 £3] 4 

No Man can converſe much in the World, but, at 
what he meets with, he muſt either be inſenſible, or 
grieve, or be angry, or ſmile. Some Paſſion (if we 
are not impaſſive) muſt be moved; for the general 
Conduct of Mankind is by no Means a Thing indif- 
ferent to a reaſonable and virtuous Man, Now, to 
ſmile at it, and turn it into Ridicule, I think moſt e- 
ligible, as it hurts ourſelves leaſt, and gives Vice and 
Folly the greateſt Offence : And that for this Reaſon, 
becauſe what Men aim at by them, 1s, generally, pu- 
blic Opinion and Eſteem. Which Truth is the Sub- 
ject of the following Satyrs ; and joins them together, 
as ſeveral Branches from the ſame Root. An Unity 
of Deſign, which has not, I think, in a Set of Satyrs, 
been attempted before. 

Laughing at the Miſconduct of the World, will, in 
a great Meaſure, eaſe us of any more diſagreeable Paſ- 
ſion about it. One Paſhon is more effectually driven 
out by another, than by Reaſon, whatever ſome may 
teach: For to Reaſon we owe our Paſhons, Had we 
not Reaſon, we ſhould not be offended at what we 
find amiſs, And the Cauſe ſeems not to be the natu- 
ral Cure of any Effect. 

Moreover, laughing Satyr bids the faireſt for Suc- 
ceſs. The World is too proud to be fond of a ſeri- 
ous Tutor: And when an Author is in a Paſſion, the 
Laugh, generally, as in Converſation, turns againſt 
him. This Kind of Satyr only has any Delicacy in it. 
Of this Delicacy Horace is the beſt Maſter: He ap- 
pears in good Humour while he cenſures; and there- 
fore 
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fore his Cenſure has the more Weight, as ſuppoſed to 
proceed from Judgment, not from Paſſion. JUVExAL 
is ever in a Paſſion; he has but little valuable but his 
Eloquence and Morality : The laſt of which I have had 
in my Eye, but rather for Emulation than Imitation, 
through my whole Work. | rt 

But though I, comparatively, condemn JuvExAL, 
in Part of the ſixth Satyr (where the Occaſion moſt 
required it) I endeavoured to touch on his Manner ; 
but was forced to quit it ſoon, as diſagreeable to the 
Writer and Reader too. Bo1LEAav has joined both 
the Roman Satyriſts with great Succeſs ; but has too 
much of JUVENAL in his very ſerious Satyr on Wo- 


man, which ſhould have been the gayeſt of all. An 
excellent Critic of our own. commends BoiLEav's 


Cloſeneſs, or, as he calls it, Preſſneſs, particularly: 


Whereas it appears to me, that Repetition is his Fault, Y 


if any Fault ſhould be imputed to him. 


There are ſome Proſe-Satyriſts of the greateſt Deli- 


cacy and Wit; the laſt of which can never, or ſhould 
never ſucceed without the former. An Author with- 
out it betrays too great a Contempt for Mankind, and 
Opinion of himſelf, which are bad Advocates for Re- 
putation and Succeſs, What a Difference is there be- 
tween the Merit, if not the Wit, of CERvanTEs and 


RaBELais ? The laſt has a particular Art of throwing 


a great deal of Genius and Learning into Frolic and 
Jelt ; but the Genius and the Scholar is all you can 
admire ; you want the Gentleman to converſe with in 


him. He is like a Criminal who receives his Life for 


ſome Services; you commend, but you pardon too. 
Indecency offends our Pride as Men, and our unaf- 
feed Taſte as Judges of Compoſition, Nature has 
wiſely formed us with an Averſion to it : And he that 
ſucceeds in Spight of it, is, * Aliena venia, quam ſua 
providentia, tutior. | | 

Such 


* Val. Max, 


— 
* 1 4 
q pe r a pe 8 , 4 2 * 
. . RES FE 
« 2 a , of 


PREFACE. 


Such Wits, like falſe Oracles of old, (which were 
Wits and Cheats) ſhould ſet up for Reputation among 
the Weak, in ſome BozxoT1aA, which was the Land of 
Oracles; for the Wiſe will hold them in Contempt, her 
Some Wits too, like Oracles, deal in Ambiguities, but her. 
not with equal Succeſs ; for though Ambiguities are dut! 
the firſt Excellence of an Impoltor, they are the laſt vide 
of a Wit. | | dhe 
Some ſatyrical Wits and Humoriſts, like their Fa- r 
| ther Luc1an, laugh at every Thing indiſcriminately ; 
| which betrays ſuch a Poverty of Wit, as cannot af- of | 
| ford to part with any Thing; and ſuch a Want of IM *£ 
| | Virtue, as to poſtpone it to a Jeſt, Such Writers en- 
courage Vice and Folly, which they pretend to com- 
bat, by ſetting them on an equal Foot with better 
| Things : And while they labour to bring every Thing 
| into Contempt, how can they expe& their own, Parts 
| | ſhould eſcape? Some French Writers particularly 
are guilty of this in Matters of the laſt Conſequence, 
and ſome of our own. They that are for leſſening 
the true Dignity of Mankind, are not ſure of being 
ſucceſsful, but with regard to one Individual in it, 
It is this Conduct that juſtly makes a Wit a Term of 
Reproach. 
Which puts me in Mind of PLaTo's Fable of the 
Birth of Love; one of the prettieſt Fables of all An- 
tiquity; which will hold likeways with regard to mo- 
dern Poetry. Love, (ſays he) is the Son of the God- 
deſs POVERTY, and the God of RichESs: He has, from 
his Father, his daring Genius; his Elevation of 
Thought; his building Caſtles in the Air; his Prodi- 
gality ; his Neglect of Things ſerious and uſeful; his 
vain Opinion of his own Merit; and his Aﬀectation 
of Preference and Diſtinction. From his Mother he 
inherits his Indigence, which makes him a conſtant 
Beggar of Favours ; that Importunity with which he 
begs; his Flattery ; his Servility ; his Fear of being 
deſpiſed, 
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Jeſpiſed, which is inſeparable from him. This Addi- 
tion may be made, viz. That Poetry, like Love, is 
a little fab 

her Way to Preſerments and Honours; that ſhe has 
her ſatyrical Quiver ; and, laſtly, that ſhe retains a 
dutiful Admiration of her Father's Family; but di- 
vides her Favours, and generally lives with her Mo- 
ther's Relations. 

However, this is not Neceſſity but Choice: Were 
Wiſdom her Governeſs, ſhe might have much more 
of the Father than the Mother ; eſpecially in ſuch an 
Age as this, which ſhews a due Paſſion for her Charms. 
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SATYR I. 


To his · G RACE the 


DUKE of DORSET. | 


— 
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| Tanto major fame ſitis eſt, quam 
Virtutis. | Joy. SAT. 10. 


Y Verſe is Satyr. DoxsET, lend your Ear, 
M And patronize a Muſe you cannot fear. 
To Poets ſacred is a DorsET's Name, 

Their wonted Paſsport thro” the Gates of Fame; 

It bribes the partial Reader into Praiſe, 

And throws a Glory round the ſhelter'd Lays ; 

The dazzled Judgment fewer Faults can ſee, 

And gives Applauſe to B E, or to me. 

But you decline the Miſtreſs we purſue ; 

Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 
Inſtructive Satyr, true to Virtue's Cauſe ! 

Thou ſhining Supplement of publick Laws ! 

When flatter'd Crimes of a licentious Age | 

Reproach our Silence, and demand our Rage; 

When Follies, purchas'd from each diſtant Land, 

Like Arts, improve in BRITAIx's ſkilful Hand; 

| A When 
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2 LOVE of FAME Sar. I. 
When the Law ſhews her Teeth, but dares not bite, 
And South-Sea Treaſures are not brought to Light ; 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſicks quit, 

- Polite Apoſtates from God's Grace to Wit ; 
When Men grow great from their Revenue ſpent, 
And fly from Bailiffs into Parliament ; - 
When dying Sinners, to blot out their Score, 
Bequeath the Church the Leavings of a Whore ; 
To chafe our Spleen, when Themes like theſe increaſe 
Shall Panegyric reign, and Cenſure ceaſe ? | 

Shall Poeſy, like Law, turn Wrong to Right, 
And Dedications waſh an ErHhIO white, 

Set up each ſenſeleſs Wretch for Nature's Boaſt, 
On whom Praiſe ſhines, as Trophies on a Pot ? 
Shall fun'ral Eloquence her Colours ſpread, 
And ſcatter Roſes on the wealthy Dead ? 

Shall Authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious Days, 
And ſatyrize with nothing — but their Praiſe ? / 

Why ſlumbers Port, who leads the tuneful Train, 
Nor hears that Virtue, which he loves, complain? 
DonNE, DorSET, DRYDEN, RORCHESTER are dead, 
And Guilt's chief Foe in ApDDp1$S0ON is fled ; 
CONGREVE, who, crown'd with Laurels fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the Goal while others run, 

He will not write ; (and more provoking {till !) 
Ye Gods! he will not write, and Mxvius will. 

Doubly diſtreſs'd, what Author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 

The courtly * Roman's ſhining Path to tread, 
And ſharply ſmile prevailing Folly. dead? 

Will no ſuperior Genius ſnatch the Quill, 

And ſave me, on the Brink, from writing ill? 
Tho' vain the Strife, I'll ſtrive my Voice to raiſe. 
What will not Men attempt for ſacred Praiſe ? 

The Love of Praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by Art, 
Reigns, more or leſs, and glows in eyery Heart : 
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The Proud, to gain it, Toils on Toils endure ; 
The Modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. | 
O'er Globes and Sceptres, now on Thrones it ſwells, 
Now trims the Midnight Lamp in College-Cells. 
'Tis Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in Senates, ſqueakes in Maſquerades. 
Here to S——eE's Humor makes a bold Pretence ; 
eaſe There bolder aims at P——y's Eloquence. 
11 aids the Dancer's Hed, the Writer's Head, 
And heaps the Plain with Mountains of the Dead; 
Nor ends with Life; but nods in ſable Plumes, 
Adorns our Hearſe, and flatters on our Tombs. 
What is not proud? The Pimp is proud to ſee 
So many like himſelf in high Degree: 0 
The Whore is proud her Beauties are the Dr 
Of peeviſh Virtue, and the Marriage-Bed; 
And the brib'd Cuckold, like crown'd Victims born 
* To Slaughter, glories in his gilded Horn. 
5 Some go to Church, proud humbly to repent, 
ead, And come back much more guilty than they went : 
One Way they look, another Way they ſteer, 
Th Pray to the Gods, but would have Mortals hear ; 
n And when their Sins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their Religion has been one. 
Others with wiſhful Eyes n Glory look, 
When they have got their Picture tow'rds a Book, 
Or pompous. Title, like a gaudy Sign 
Mean'd to betray dull Sots to wretched Wine. 
If at his Title T— had dropt his Quill, 
T— might have paſt for a great Genius till ; 
But T— alas! (excuſe him if you can) 
Is now a Scribler, who was once a Man. 
. Imperious ſome a claſhe Fame demand, 
For heaping up, with a laborious Hand, 
WH A Waggon-Load of Meanings for one Word, 
The While A's depoſed, and B with Pomp reftor'd. 
Some for Renown on Scraps of Learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 


Ta 


4 Toy of FAME Sar.l, 
To Patch-Work learn'd Quotations are ally'd, : 
Both ſtrive to make our Poverty our Pride. 

On Glaſs how witty is a noble Peer ? 

Did ever Diamond coſt a Man fo dear? 

| Polite Diſeaſes make ſome Ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of Folly, Vice, Diſeaſe, Men proud we ſee; 
And (ſtranger ſtill !) of Blockheads Flattery, 
Whoſe Praiſe defames ; as if a Fool ſhould mean 
By ſpitting in your Face to make it clean. 

Nor is't enough all Hearts are ſwoln with Pride, 
Her Power is mighty, as her Realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Arynonsvs his Creator blame, 
EMPEDOCLES hurl'd down the burning Steep, 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) made ALExanDEr weep, 
Nay it holds DEL1a from a ſecond ed. 
Tho' her lov'd Lord has four half Months been dead, 

This Paſſion with a Pimple have I ſeen 
Retard a Cauſe, and give a Judge the Spleen. 

By this infpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot!) 

Some Lords have learn'd to ſpell, and ſome to knat. 
It makes GLOBOSͤG a Speaker in the Houſe ; | 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his Mouſe. 

It makes dear Self on well-bred Tongues preyail, 
And I the little Hero of each Tale. 

Sick with the Love of Fame, what Throngs pour in, 
Unpeople Court, and leave the Senate thin ? | 
My growing Subject ſeems but juſt begun, 

And, Chariot-like, I kindle as I run, 

Aid me, great Homes ! with thy epic Rules, 

To take a Catalogue of BRITISH Fools, 

Satyr! had I thy DoxserT's Force divine, 

A Knave or Fool ſhould periſh in each Line ; 

Tho' for the firſt all WESTMINSTER ſhould plead, © 
And for the laſt all Gzzsnam intercede, 

Begin. Who firſt the Catalogue ſhall grace? 
To Quality belongs the higheſt Place, 

| | My 
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My Lord comes foreward ; foreward let him come ! 
Ye Vulgar ! at your Peril give him Room : 
He ſtands for Fame on his Forefather's Feet, 
By Heraldry prov'd valiant or diſcreet. | 
With what a decent Pride he throws his Eyes 
Above the Man by three Deſcents leſs wiſe ? 
If Virtues at his noble Hands you crave, 
You bid him raiſe his Fathers from the Grave, 
Men ſhould preſs foreward in Fame's glorious Chace, 
Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the Race. 
Let high Birth triumph ! What can be more great? 
Nothing — but Merit in a low Eſtate. 
To Virtue's humbleſt Son let none prefer 
Vice, tho' defcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall Men, like Figures, — for high, or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their Place? 
Titles are Marks of honeſt Men and wiſe ; 
The Fool, or Knave, that wears a Title, lies. 
They that on glorious Anceſtors enlarge, 
Produce their Debt, inſtead of their Diſcharge. 
Dos Er, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their Line, 
Like thee, in Worth hereditary, ſhine. 
Vain as falſe Greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not Fools to buy that Bz1isLOL Stone. 
Mean Sons of Earth, who on a South-Sca Tide 
Of full Succeſs ſwam into Wealth and Pride, 
Knock with 4 Purſe of Gold at AnsT18' Gate, 
And beg to be deſcended from the Great. . 
When Men of Infamy to Grandeur ſoar, 
They light a Torch to ſhew their Shame the more, 
Thoſe Governments, which curb not Evils, cauſe ; 
And a rich Knave's a Libel on our Laws. 
BEL us with ſolid Glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no Phantom, no vain empty Sound, 
But builds himfelf a Name; and, to be great, 
Sinks in a Quarry an immenſe Eſtate : | 
In Coſt, and Grandeur, C pos he'll ontdo 
And, B— — ron, thy Taſte is not ſo true, 
The 
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The Pile is finiſh'd, every Toil is paſt, 
And full Perfection is arriv'd at laſt ; 
When lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall Corner runs, 
And leaves State-Rooms to Strangers and to Duns. 
The Man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 
Provides a Home from whence to run away. 
In BRITAIx what is many a lordly Seat, 
But a Diſcharge in full for an Eſtate ? 
In ſmaller Compaſs lies Pr6marion's Fame; 
Not Domes, but antique Statues are his Flame ; 
Not F--T--xn's Self more Parian Charms has known; 
Nor is good P——B——K&eE more in Love with Stone. 
The Bailiffs come (rude Men, profanely bold !) 
And bid him turn his Venus into Gold. | 
“No, Sirs, he cries, I'll ſooner rot in Jail. 
« Shall Gag CAN Arts be truck'd for Ex Lis H Bail?“ 
Such Heads might make their very Buſto's lau; 
His Daughter ſtarves, but * CLEoraTRA's ſafe. 
Men overloaded with a large Eſtate 
May ſpill their Treaſure in a nice Conceit 
'The Rich may be polite, but oh ! *tis ſad 
To ſay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad. 
By your Revenue meaſure your Expence, 
And to your Funds and Acres join your Senſe. 
No Man is bleſt by Accident or Gueſs, | 
True Wiſdom is the Price of Happineſs ; 
Yet few without long Diſcipline are ſage, 
And our Youth only lays up Sighs for Ape. 
But how, my Muſe, can'ſt thou reſiſt 2 long 
The bright Temptation of the courtly Throng, 
The moſt inviting Theme? The Court affords 
Much Food ſor Satyr, it abounds in Lords. 
«© What Lords are thoſe ſaluting with a Grin?“ 
One is juſt out, and One as lately in. 
How comes it then to paſs, we ſee preſide 
« On both their Brows an equal Share of Pride?“ 


A famous Statue. 


Pride, 


Pride, that impartial Paſſion, reigns thro' all, 
Attends our Glory, nor deſerts our Fall. 

As in its Home it triumphs in high Place, 

And frowns a haughty Exile in Diſgrace. | 
Some Lords it bids admire their Wands ſo white, 


Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd Sight ; 


Some Lords it bids reſign, and turn their Wands, 
Like Mosxs, into Serpents in their Hands. 
Theſe ſink, as Divers, for Renown ; and boaſt, 
With Pride inverted, of their Honours loſt. 
But againſt Reaſon ſure *tis equal Sin, 
To boaſt of merely being out or in. 
What Numbers, here, thro' odd Ambition ftrive 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported Things alive ? 
As if by Joy Deſert was underſtood, 
And all the Fortunate were wiſe and good. 
Hence aching Boſoms wear a Viſage gay, 
And ſtifled Groans frequent the Ball and Play. 


Compleatly dreſt by * MonTEviL and Grimace, 


They take their Birth-Day Suit and publick Face : 
Their Smiles are only Part of what they wear, 
Put off at Night with Lady B — 's Hair. 
What bodily Fatigue is half ſo bad? 

With anxious Care they labour to be glad. 


What Numbers, here, would into Fame advance, 


Conſcious of Merit in the Coxcomb's Dance ? 


The Tavern! Park! Aſſembly ! Mask! and Play! 


Thoſe dear Deſtroyers of the tedious Day ! 


That Wheel of Fops ! that Saunter of the Town! | 


Call it Diverſion, and the Pill goes down ; 
Fools grin on Fools, and Stoic-like ſupport, 
Without one Sigh, the Pleaſure of a Court. 
Courts can give nothing to the Wiſe and Good, 
But Scorn of Pomp, and Love of Solitude. 
High Stations Tumult, but not Bliſs create ; 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great ; 


* 


A famous Taylor, 
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Fools gaze and » Envy darts a Sting, 
Which makes a Swain as wretched as a King; 

I envy none their Pageantry and Show, 
I envy none the Gildi of their Woe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods ! with Mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs Heart to range the ſylvan Scene. 
No ſplendid Poverty, no ſmiling Care, 
No well-bred Hate, or ſervile Grandeur there : 
There pleaſing Objects uſeful Thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The Senſe is raviſh'd, and the Soul is bleſt ; 
On every Thorn delightful Wiſdom grows, 
In every Rill a ſweet Inſtruction flows. | 
But ſome, untaught, o'erhear the whiſp'ring Rill, 
In Spight of ſacred Leiſure Blockheads ſtill; - 
Nor ſhoots up Folly to a nobler Bloom 
In her own native Soil, the Drawing-Room. 

The Squire is proud to ſee his Courſer ſtrain, 
Or well-breath'd Beagles fweep along the Plain. 
Say, dear HiyyoLYTvs, (whoſe Drink is Ale, 
Whoſe Erudition is a Chriſtmas-Tale, 

Whoſe Miſtreſs is ſaluted with a Smack, 
And Friend receiv'd with Thumps upon the Back) 
When thy ſleek Gelding nimbly leaps the Mound, 
And RinGwood opens on the tainted Ground, 

Is that thy Praiſe ? Let Rix G woop's Fame alone; 
Juſt Rix c woo leaves each Animal his own, 

Nor envies when a Gypſy you commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy Bench with Country Wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull Things have ſaid, 
And then ask pardon for the Jeſt you made. | 

Here breathe, my Muſe ! and then thy Task renew. 
Ten thouſand Fools unſung are ſtill in View. 
Fewer Lay-Atheiſts * by e — : 
Fewer great Beggars fam'd for tes: 
Ladies whoſe Love is conſtant as the Wind; 

Cits who preſer a Guinea to Mankind; 

Fewer grave Lords to Scx Pg diſcreetly bend: 
And fewer Shocks a Stateſman gives his Friend, 
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Is there a Man, of an eternal Vein, 
Who lulls the Town in Winter with his Strain, 
At Bark in Summer chants the reigning Laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles as the Waters paſs ? 

Is there a Tongue, like DELIA's o'er her Cup, 
That runs for Ages without winding-up ? 

Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to Fame? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my Theme; 
Nor would theſe Heroes of the Task be glad, 
For who can write ſo faſt as Men run mad? 


* 


SATYR II. 


V Muſe, proceed, and reach thy deſtin'd End, 
Tho' Toil and Danger the bold Task attend. 
Heroes and Gods make other Poems ſine, N 
Plain Satyr calls for Senſe in every Line: 
Then to what Swarms thy-Faults I dare expoſe? 
All Friends to Vice and Folly are thy Foes. 
When ſuch the Foe, a War eternal wage, 
Tis moſt ill Nature to repreſs thy Rage; 
And if theſe Strains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 
I'll glory in the Verſe I did not write. 
So weak are human Kind by Nature made, 
Or to ſuch Weakneſs by their Vice betray'd, 
Almighty Vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their Zeſt of Pleaſure, and their Balm of Woe. 
Thou, like the Sun, all Colours doſt contain, 
Varying like Rays of Light-on Drops of Rain, 
For every Soul finds Reaſons to be proud, 
Tho” hiſs'd and hooted by the pointing Crowd. 
Warm in Purſuit of Foxes and Renown, 
* HieyoLyYTvus demands the ſylvan Crown; 


B But 
This refers to the firſt Satyr. 
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But FLORO's Fame, the Product of a ShoWr, 
Grows in his Garden, an illuſtrious Flow r! 
Why teems the Earth? Why melt the vernal Skies? 
Why ſhines the Sun? To make * Pavr Diacx rile, 
From Morn to Night has FLORIO gazing ſtood, 
And wonder'd how the Gods could be fb good. 
What Shape? What Hue? Was ever Nymph ſo fair? 
He doats ! he dies ! he too is rooted there. | 
O ſolid Bliſs ! which nothing can deſtroy, 
Except a Cat, Bird, Snail, or idle Boy. 4 
In Fame's full Bloom lies FLORIOG down at Night, 
And wakes next Day a moſt inglorious Wight; © 
The Tulip's dead! fee thy fair Siſter's Fate, 
O C—— and be kind ere tis too late. 

Nor are thoſe Enemies I mention'd all ; 
Beware, O Floriſt, thy Ambition's Fall. 
A Friend of mine indulg'd this noble Flame; 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Apam was his Name. 


rr 


To one lov'd Tulip oft the Maſter went, 


Hung o'er it, and whole Days in Rapture ; 

But came, and miſt it one ill-fated Hour, 

He rag'd! he roar'd! What Dzmon crapt my 

Flow'r ?” 

Serene quoth Apam, © Lo! 'twas crufh'd by me; 

« Fall'n is the BA AL to which thou bow'dſt thy Knee.” 
© But all Men want Amuſement, and what Crime 

In ſuch a Paradiſe to fool their Time? a 

None ; but why proud of this ? To Fame they ſoar; 

We grant they're idle, if they'll ask no more. | 
We ſmile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their Joy, 

And think their Hearts enamour'd of a Toy : 

But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 

Survey with Envy and purſue with Fire? 

What's he who ſighs for Wealth, or Fame, or Pow'r ? 

Another FLox1o doating on a Flow'r; | > 

A ſhort-liv'd Flow'r, and which has often ſprung 

From ſordid Arts, as FLor10's out of Dung. 


With 


The Name of a Tulip, 


my 
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With what, O Copzvus ! is thy Fancy ſmit ? 
The Flow'r of Learning and the Bloom of Wit. 
Thy gawdy Shelves with crimſon Bindings glow, 
And EricTETvus is a perfect Beau. 
How fit for thee bound up in Crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the View ? 
Thy Books are Furniture. Methinks tis hard 
That Science ſhould be purchas'd by the Yard, 
And Tx, turn'd Upholſterer, ſend home 
The gilded Leather to fit up thy Room. 
If not to ſome peculiar End aſſign d, 
Study's the ſpecious trifling of the Mind ; 
Or is at belt a ſecondary Aim, 
A Chace for Sport alone, and not for Game : 
If ſo, ſure they who the meer Volume prize, 
But love the Thicket where the Quarry lyes. 
On buying Books LoR RENZ o long was bent. 
But found at length that it reduc'd his Rent ; 
His Farms were flown ; when lo! a Sale comes on; 
A choice Collection! What is to be done? 
He ſells his laſt ; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev'n his Houſe, nay, wants whereon to ly: 
So high the generous Ardour of the Man 
For ROMANS, GREEKS, and ORIENTALS ran. 
When Terms were drawn,and brought him by the Clerk, 
LoRENZoO ſign'd the Bargain —with his Mark, 
Unlearned Men of Books aſſume the Care, 
As Eunuchs are the Guardians of the Fair, 
Not in his Authors' Liveries alone 
Is CopRus' erudite Ambition ſhown ? 
Editions various, at high Prices bought, 
Inform the World what Cop Rus would be thought ; 
And to this Coſt another mult ſucceed, 
To pay a Sage who ſays that he can read, 
Who Titles knows, and Indexes has ſeen ; 
But leaves to——what lies between, 
of pompous Books who ſhuns the proud Expence, 


And humbly js contented with their Senſe, 


—— 
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o , whoſe Accompliſhments make good ' © // 
The Profnife of a long illuſtrious Blood, Ly 


In Arts and Manners eminently grac' d, 
The ſtricteſt Honour! and the fineſt Taſte! 


Accept this Verſe, if Satyr can agree | 
With ſo conſummate an Humanity. 
By your Example would Hitakto mend, 
How would it grace the Talents of my Friend, 
Who with the Charms of his own Genius ſmit, 
Conceives all Virtues are compriz'd in Wit ? 
But Time his fervent Petulance may cool; 
For tho' he is a Wit, he is no Fool. 
In Time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte his Senſe, _ 
Nor make a Frailty of an Excellence, © _ 
His brisk Attack on Blockheads we —_— | 
Were not his Jeſt as flippant with the Wile. | 
He ſpares nor Friend, nor Foe ; but calls to Mind, 


Like Dooms-Day, all the Faults of all Mankind. 


What tho' Wit tickles ? Tickling is unſafe, 
Tf ſtill *tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor Renown of being ſmart, 
Would leave a Sting within a Brother's Heart ? | 
Parts may be prais'd, good Nature is ador'd 3 
Then draw your Wit as ſeldom as your Sword, 
And never on the Weak; or you'll appear, 


As there no Hero, no great Genius here. 
As in ſmooth Oil the Razor beſt is whet, 


So Wit is by Politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet : 

Their Want of Edge from their Offence is ſeen, 
Both pain us leaſt when exquilitely keen. 

The Fame Men give is for the Joy they find; 
Dull is the Jeſter when the Joke's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a Wit, 
To pay my Compliment what Place ſo fit? by 
His molt facetious * Letters came to Hand, 
Which my firſt Satyr ſweetly reprimand, 


IE Letters ſent to the Author, ſigned Max cvs, 


— — 
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8 that a juſt Offence to Maneus gave, * 

Say, MARCUS," + Which art thou, a Fool of Kane? 
For all but ſuch with Caution I forboren: 
That thou waſt either I ne' er knew before ; | 
1 know thee now, both what thou art, and wad; 
No Mask ſo good, but Mazevs malt ſhine through; 
Falſe Names are vain, thy Lines their Author tell, 
Thy beſt Concealment had been writing well : 
But thou 4 brave Neglect of Fame haſt ſhown, 
Of others Fame, great Genius ! and thy own. 
Write on unbeedied, and this Maxim know, 
The Man who pardons, _ nts his Foe, 

In Malice to proud Wits, ſome proudly * 
Their peeviſh Reaſon, vain of being dul 
When ſome home Joke has ſtung their ſolemn Souls, 
In Vengeance they determine—to be Fools 
Thro' Spleen, that little Nature gave, make leſs, - 
Quite zealous in the Ways of Heavineſs; 

To Lamps inanimate a Fondneſs take, 

And diſinherit Sons that are awake, 

Theſe, -when their utmolt Venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you“ He's a Wit.” 

Poor Negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning Spite 
To Cacodzmons, ſay, they're dev'liſh white. 

LAurRibius from the Bottom of his Breaſt 

Sighs o'er one Child, but trlumphs in the reſt. 

How juſt his Grief? One carries in his Head 

A leſs Proportion of the Father's Lead; 

And is in Danger, without ſpecial Grace, 

To riſe above a juſtice of the Peace. | 

The Dunghlll-Breed of Men a Diamond ſcorn, 

And feel a Paſſion for a Grain of Corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodding, Money-loving Wight, 
Who wie their Hearts by knowing Black from White, 
Who with much Pains exerting all his Senſe, 

Can range aright his Shillings, Pounds, and Pence. 
The Booby-Father craves a Booby-Son, 


And by Heay'n's Bleſling thinks bimſelf undone. 


Wants 


Kae LOYE. of FAME Sr. II. 
Wants of all Kinds are made to Fame a Plea; 
4 | One learns to liſp, another not to ſee; vi 
Lit Miſs D— tottering catches at your Hand; 

Was ever Thing ſo pretty born to ſtand? 
Whilſt theſe, what Nature gave, diſown thro' Pride, 
Others affect what Nature has deny dd, 
What Nature has deny'd Fools will purſue, 
As Apes are ever walking upon Wo. | 
Cxassus, a grateful Sage, our Awe and Sport! 

Supports grave Forms, for Forms the Sage ſupport. - 

He hems, and cries, with an important Air, 

4 If yonder Clouds withdraw it will be fair? 

Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it ha. 5 

And adds, “The Learn'd delight in ſomething new.“ 

Is't not enough the Blockhead ſcarce can read, 
But mult he wiſely look, and gravely plead ? 

As far a Formaliſt from Wiſdom ſits, 

In judging Eyes, as Libertines from Wits. 

Ye ſubtle Wights, (ſo blind are mortal Men, 
Tho' Satyr couch them with her keeneſt Pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn Face, | 
To put off Nonſenſe with the better Grace : 
As Pedlars with ſome Hero's Head make bold, 
Illuſtrious Mark! where Pins are to be ſold. f 
What's the bent Brow, or Neck in Thought reclin'd ? 
The Body's Wiſdom to conceal the Mind. We.” 
A Man of Senſe can Artifice diſdain, 
5 As Men of Wealth may venture to go plain; 
i And be this Truth eternal ne'er forgot, 
'Y Solemnity's a Cover for a Sot. 
1 I find the Fool when I behold the Skreen ; 
1 For tis the wiſe Man's Intereſt to be ſeen. 
5 Hence, „that Openneſs of Heart, 
| Mi And juſt Diſdain for that poor mimick Art; 
Ki Hence (manly Praiſe !) that Manner nobly free, 

Which all admire, and I commend in thee, 

With generous Scorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd | 
Of Court and Town the noon-tide Maſquerade, 


Where 
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Where Swarms of Knayes the Vizor quite diſgrace, © 


And hide ſecure behind a naked Face? 


Where Nature's End of Language is declin'd, ' © * 
And Men talk only to conceal the Mind;  _ 
Where generous Hearts the greateſt Hazard run, 
And he who truſts a Brother is undone? 
Theſe all their Care expend on outward Show  _ 
For Wealth and Fame; for Fame alone the Beau. 
Of late at WarTz's was young FLoxELLo ſeen, _ 
How blank his Look? how diſcompos'd his Mien? 
So hard it proves in Grief ſincere to feign! an 
Sunk were his Spirits; for his Coat was plain, 
Next Day his Breaſt regain'd its wonted Peace, 
His Health was mended with a Silver Lace, __ 
A curious Artiſt, long inur'd to Toils 
Of gentler Sort, with Combs and fragrant Oils, 
Whether by Chance, or by ſome God inſpir d, 
So touch'd his Curls, his mighty Soul was fir c. 
The well-ſwoln Tyes an equal Homage claim, 
And either Shoulder has its Share of Fame; a: 
His ſumptuous Watch-Caſe, tho? conceal'd it lies, 
Like a good Conſcience, ſolid Joy ſupplies. 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain !y _ 
ST—PE in Wit, in Breeding D-L—xE. ; 
Whene'er by ſeeming Chance he throws an Eye 
On Mirrors fluſhing with the TV RIAN Dye, 
With how ſublime a Tranſport leaps his Heart ? 
But Fate ordains that deareſt Friends muſt part. _ 
In active Meaſures brought from Fx Ax E he wheels, 
And triumphs conſcious of his learned Heels. 
So have I ſeen, on ſome bright Summer's Day, 
A Calf of Genius debonnair and gay, 
Dance on the Bank, as if inſpir'd by Fame, 
Fond of the pretty Fellow in the Stream. | 
Moos is ſunk with Shame, whene'er ſurpris'd _ 
In Linen clean or Peruke undiſguis'd. | 
No ſublunary Chance his Veſtments fear, 
Valu'd, like Leopards, as their Spots appear. 
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A fam d Sur - tout he wears, which once was, blue, , 
And his Foot ſwims in a capacious Shoe. 
On Day his Wife (for who can Wives reclaim. ? we 
Levell'd her barbarous Needle at his Fame 
But open Force was vain; by Ni ight ſhe went, „ 
And, while he ſlept, Serie the darling Rent; 
Where yawn'd the Frize is now become a Doubt, 
« And Glory at one Entrance quite ſhut qut,” * 

He ſcorns FLORELLO, and FLOKELLO hin; | 
This hates the filthy Creature, that the prim: 
Thus in each other both theſe Fools deſpiſe | 
Their own dear Selves with undiſcerning Eyes; 
Their Method various, but alike their Aim: 

The Sloven and the Fopling are the ſame. 3 
Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When Party-Rage too warmly you purſue ; | 

Then both club Nonſenſe and impetuous Pride, ; 
And Folly joins whom Sentiments divide. 

You vent your Spleen, as Monkeys, when they 5 
Scratch at the mimick Monkey in the Glaſs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known 
Fools of both Sides ſhall ſtand as Fools alone. 


« But who art thou?“ Methinks FLozELLO cries. 


« Of all thy Species art thou only wiſe? 
Since ſmalleſt Things can give our Sins a Twitch, 
As Cofling Straws retard a paſſing Witch, | 
FLORELLO, thou my Monitor ſhalt be; 

III 5 thus ſome Profit out of thee. . 

O thou myſelf ! abroad our Counſels roam, 
And, like ill Huſbands, take no Care at Home. 
F hoy too art wounded with the common Dart, 

And Love of Fame lyes throbbing at thy Heart ; 
And what wiſe Means to gain it haſt thou choſe ? 
Know Fame and Fortune both are made of Proſe, 
Is thy Ambition ſweating for a Rhyme, 

Thou unambitious Fool, at this late Time ? 


While 


* Milton. 
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While I a Moment name, a Moment's paſt; 
I'm nearer Death in this Verfe than the laſt : 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with Speed: 
A Fool at forty is a Fool indeed. 

And what ſo fooliſh as the Chace of Fame? 
How vain the Prize? how impotent our Aim? 
For what are Men, who graſp at Praiſe ſublime, 
But Bubbles on the rapid Stream of Time, 
That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born, and forgot, ten Thouſand in an Hour? 


SA TY R--BE 
To the Ricnr HoxoURABLE 
Mr. DODINGTON. 


ONG, Dovp1xGTox, in Debt, I long have ſought 
To eaſe the Burden of my grateful Thought; 

And now a Poet's Gratitude you hs: 
Grant him two Favours, and he'll aſk for three : 
For whoſe the preſent Glory or the Gain ? 
You give Protection, I a worthleſs Strain. 
You love and feel the Poet's ſacred Flame, 
And know the Baſis of a folid Fame; 
Tho” prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
You read with all the Malice of a Friend ; 
Nor favour my Attempts that Way alone, 
But, more to raiſe my Verſe, conceal your own, 

An ill-tim'd Modeſty ! turn Ages o'er, 
When wanted Bz1TAIN bright Examples more! 
Her Learning and her Genius too decays, 
And dark and cold are her declining Days; 


0 As 
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As if Men now were of another Caſt, 
They meanly live on Alms of Ages paſt. 
Men ſtill are Men, and they, who boldly dare, 
Shall triumph o'er the Sons of cold Deſpair ; 
Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill take Place 

Of ſuch who run in Debt for their Diſgrace ; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with Improvements of their own. 
We bring ſome new Materials, and what's old 
New-caſt with Care, and in no borrow'd Mold ; 
Late Times the Verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from ſour Critics vindicate the Muſe, 

«© Your Work is long,” the Critics cry. Tis true, 
And lengthens ſtill to take in Fools like you: 
Shorten my Labour, if its Length you blame, 

For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my Game; 
As hunted Hags, who, while the Dogs purſue, 
Renounce their four Legs, and {tart up on two. 

Like the bold Bird upon the Banks of NILE, 

That picks the Teeth of the dire Crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread Feaſt !) the Critic's Rage, 
And with the fell Deſtroyer feed my Page. 

For what ambitious Fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe who thunder in the Critic's Name ? 
. Good Authors damn'd, have their Revenge in this, 

To ſee what Wretches gain the Praiſe they miſs, 

BAaLBUT1Us, muffled in his fable Cloak, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow Oak, 

As Ravens folemn, and as boading, cries, 

Ten thouſand Worlds for the three Unities! 

Ye Doctors ſage, who thro' Parxassvs teach, 

Or quit the Tub, or practiſe what you preach. 

One judges, as the Weather dictates, right 
The Poem is at Noon, and wrong at Night : 
Another judges by a ſurer Gage, | 
An Author's Principles or Parentage ; 

Since his great Anceſtors in FLAxDprss fell, 
The Poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well, 


Another 


ue, 


ther 
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Another judges by the Writer's Look ; 

Another judges, for he bought the Book; 

Some judge, their Knack of judging wrong to keep; 

Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. 
Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle Aim, 

To gain res aa, not give the Writer Fame 

The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, 

Half to ſerve you, and Half to paſs for wiſe : 

None are at Leaſure others to reward; 

They ſcarce will damn, but out of Self-Regard. 
Critics on Verſe, as Squibs on Triumphs, wait, 

Proclaim the Glory, and augment the State; 

Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling F 

Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte Paper, ſtink and die. 

Rail on, my Friends! what more my Verſe can crown 

Than ComyTon's Smile, and your obliging Frown ? 
Not all on Books their Criticiſm waſte ; 

The Genius of a Diſh ſome juſtly taſte, 

And eat their Way to Fame; with anxious Thought 

The Salmon is refus'd, the Turbot bought. 

Impatient Art rebukes the Sun's Delay, 

And bids DEEMBER yield the Fruits of Mar ; 

Their various Cares in one great Point combine, 

The Buſineſs of their Lives, that is—to dine ; 

Half of their precious Day they give the Fealt, 

And to a kind Digeſtion ſpare the reſt. 

Apicius here, the Taſter of the Town, 

Feeds twice a Week to ſettle their Renown, 

Theſe Worthies of the Palate guard with Care 
The ſacred Annals of their Bills of Fare; - 
In thoſe choice Books their Panegyrics read, 

And ſcorn the Creatures that for Hunger feed, 

It Man by feeding well commences great, 

Much more the Worm to whom that Man is Meat, 
To Glory ſome advance a lying Claim, 

Thieves of Renown, and Pilferers of Fame; 

Their Front ſupplies what their Ambition lacks, 

They know a thouſand Lords behind their Backs. 
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Cor ri is apt to wink upon a Peer, 
When turn'd away, with a familiar Leer; 
And H—-y's Eyes, unmercifully keen, 
Have murder'd Fops by whom ſhe ne'er was ſeen, 
NiokR adopts ſtray Libels, wiſely prone 
To covet Shame till greater than his own. 
BATHYLLUS, in the Winter of Threeſcore, 
Belies his Innocence, and keeps a Whore. 
Abſence of Mind BRABANTIO turns to Fame, 
Learns to miſtake, nor knows his Brother's Name; 
His Words and Thoughts in nice Diſorder ſet, 
And takes a Memorandum to forget. 
Thus yain, nor knowing what adorns or blots, 
Men forge the Patents that create them Sots. 
As Love of Pleaſure into Pain betrays, 
So moſt grows infamous thro' Love of Praiſe. 
But whence for Praiſe can ſuch an Ardor riſe, | 
When thoſe, who bring that Incenſe, we deſpiſe ? 
For ſuch the Vanity of Great and Small, 
Contempt goes round, and all Men laugh at all. 
Nor can ev'n Satyr blame them ; for 'tis true 
They mult have ample Cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful BRITAIN ! doubtleſs thou was meant 
A Nurſe of Fools to ſtock the Continent. : 
Tho' PHotBus and the Nine for ever mow, 
Rank Folly underneath the Scythe will grow. 
The plenteous Harveſt calls me foreward ſtill, 
ill I ſurpaſs in Length my Lawyer's Bill, 
A WELCH Deſcent, which well-paid Heralds damn, 
Or, longer {till, a DuTcyman's Epigram. | 
When cloy'd, in Fury I throw down my Pen, 
In comes a Coxcomb, and I write again. 
See TiTYRUS with Merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with Laughter ere he hears the Jeſt ; 
Wat need he ſtay ? for, when the Joke is o'er 
His Tecth will be no whiter than before. | 
Is there of theſe, ye Fair! fo great a Dearth, 
That you need prrchaſe Monkeys for your Mirth ?. 
| | | | Some, 


* 


me, 


Some, vain of Paintings, bid the World admire; 
Of Houſes ſome, nay, Houſes that they hire 
come (perfect Wiſdom !) of a beauteous Wife, 

And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a Scourge for Life. 

Sometimes, thro? Pride, the Sexes change their Airs, 
My Lord has Vapours, and my Lady ſwears ; 
Then, (ſtranger (till !) on turning of the Wind, | 
My Lord wears Breeches, and my Lady's kind. 

To ſhew the Strength and Infamy of Pride, 

By all 'tis followed and by all deny'd. 

What Numbers are there which at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the Glory to contemn it too ? 
ViNCENNA knows Self-Praiſe betrays to Shame, 
And therefore lays a Stratagem for Fame | 
Makes his Approach in Modeſty's Diſguiſe 


"To win Applauſe, and takes it by Surpriſe. 


« Toerr (ſays he) in ſmall Things is my Fate.“ 
You know your Anſwer, “ He's exact in great.” 

« My Stile, (ſays he) is rude, and full of Faults; 
* But O! what Senſe ! what Energy of Thoughts!“ 
That he wants Algebra he mult ns. 
But not a Soul to give our Arms Succeſs. 
« Ah! That's a Hit indeed; (VINCENNA cries) 
% But who in Heat of Blood was ever wile ? 
own 'twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me back, 
« To make that hopeleſs ill-advis'd Attack ; | 
“ All fay *twas Madneſs, nor dare I deny; 
sure never Fool ſo well deſerv'd to die.“ 
Could this deceive in others, to be free, 
It ne'er, VINCENNA, could deceive in thee, 
Whoſe Conduct is a Comment to thy Tongue 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on one Sleeve wilt thy Revenue wear, 
And haunt the Court without a Proſpect there. 
Are theſe Expedients for Renown ? Confeſs 
Thy little Self, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. 

Be wiſe, VINCENNA, and the Court forſake, 
Our Fortunes there nor thou nor I ſhall make, 
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Ev'n Men of Merit, ere their Point they gain, 

In hardy Service make a long Campaign, 

Moſt manfully beſiege their Patron's Gate, 

And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the Great 

With painful Art and Application warm, 

And take at laſt ſome little Place by Storm; 

Enough to keep two Shoes on SUNDAY clean, 

And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in SHEER-LANE, 

Already this thy Fortune can afford, 

Then ſtarve without the Favour of my Lord. 

Tis true, great Fortunes ſome great Men confer ; 
But often, ev'n in doing right, they err : | 
From Caprice, not from Choice, their Favours come 
They give, but think it Toil to know to whom: 
The Man that's neareſt, yawning they advance; 


*Tis Inhumanity to bleſs by Chance. 


If Merit ſues, and Greatneſs is ſo loth 
To break its downy Trance, I pity both. 

'T grant at Court, PHILANDER, at his Need, 
(Thanks to his lovely Wife) finds Friends indeed, 
Of every Charm and Virtue ſhe's poſſeſt. 
PHILANDER ! thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 

The public Envy! Now then, *tis allow'd, 
The Man is found who may be juſtly proud: 
But fee! how lickly is Ambition's Taſte ? 
Ambition feeds on Traſh, and lothes a Feaſt; 
For lo! PRILAN DER, of Reproach afraid, 
In ſecret loves his Wife, but keeps her Maid. 
Some Nymphs ſell Reputation, others buy, 
And love a Market where the Rates run high. 
ITAL1an Muſick's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 
Their Vanity is tickled, not their Ear; 
Their Taſtes would leſſen if the Prices fell, 
And SHAKESPEAR'S wretthed Stuff do quite as well. 
Away the diſenchanted Fair would throng, 
And own that EnGL1$H is their Mother-Tongue. 
To ſhew how much our northern Taſtes rcfine, 
Imported Nymphs our Peereſſes outſhine ; _ 
While 
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While Tradeſmen ſtarve theſe PILIOMELSs are gay; 

For generous Lords had rather give than pay. 

0 laviſh Land! for Sound at ſuch Expence ? 

But then ſhe faves it in her Bills for Senſe. 
Muſick 1 paſſionately love, tis plain, 

Since for its Sake ſuch Dramas I ſuſtain. 

An Opera, like a Pillory, may be ſaid 

To nail our Ears down, but expoſe our Head, 
Behold the Maſquerade's fantaſtick Scene! 

The Legiſlature join'd with DRURY-LANE! 

When BrIiTAin calls th' embroider'd Patriots run, 

And ſerve their Country ——if the Dance is done. 

« Are we not then allow'd to be polite ? ?? 

Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your Notions right. 

Worth of Politeneſs is the needful Ground, 

Where that is wanting this can ne'er be found. 

Triflers not ev'n in Trifles can excel; 

'Tis ſolid Bodies only poliſh well. | 
Great, choſen Prophet! For theſe latter Days, 

To turn a willing World from righteous Ways, 

Well, H x, doſt thou thy Maſter ſerve; 

Well has he ſeen his Servant ſhou'd not ſtarve. 

Thou to his Name haſt ſplendid Temples rais d, 

In various Forms of Worſhip ſeen him prais'd, 

Gawdy Devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 

and ſung ſweet Anthems in a Tongue unknown ; | 

inferior Off "rings to thy God of Vice, 

Are duly paid in Fiddles, Cards and Dice ; 

Thy Sacrifice ſupreme an hundred Maids ! 

That ſolemn Rite of midnight Maſquerades ! 

If Maids the quite exhauſted Town denies, 

An hundred Head of Cuckolds mult ſuffice, 

Thou ſmil'ſt, well pleas'd with the converted Land, 

To ſee the fifty Churches at a Stand. 
And that thy Miniſtry may never fail, 

but what thy Hand has planted ſtill prevail, 


Of minor Prophets a Succeſſion ſure 


Ihe Propagation of thy Zeal ſecure. 
See 
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See Commons, Peers, and Miniſters of State 
In ſolemn Council met and deep Debate ! 
What Godlike Enterprize is taking Birth ? 
What Wonder opens on th' expecting Earth? 
*Tis done! with loud Applauſe the Council rings! 
Fix'd is Fate of Whores and Fiddle-Strings ! | 
Tho? bold theſe Truths, thou; Muſe, with Truths 
like theſe, 18 
Wilt none offend whom 'tis a Praiſe to pleaſe x 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 
Like juſt Tribunals, bend an awful Brow. 
How terrible it were to common Senſe, 
To write a Satyr which gave none Offence ? 
And, ſince from Life I take the Draughts you ſee, 
If Men diſlike them, do they cenſure me ? | 
On then, my Muſe ! and Fools and Knaves expoſe, 
And ſince thou canſt not make a Friend, make Foes: 


The Fool and Knave 'tis glorious to offend, 


And Godlike an Attempt the World to mend; 

The World, where lucky Throws to Blockheads fall, 

Knaves know the Game, and honeſt Men pay all. 
How hard for real Worth to gain its Price ? 

A Man ſhall make his Fortune in a Trice, | 

If bleſt with pliant, tho” but ſlender Senſe, 

Feign'd Modeſty, and real Impudence. 

A ſupple Knee, ſmooth Tongue, an eaſy Grace, 


A Curſe within, a Smile upon his Face, 


A beauteous Siſter, or convenient Wife, 

Are Prizes in the Lottery of Life ; 

Genius and Virtue they will ſoon defeat, 

And lodge you in the Boſom of the Great. 

To merit, is but to provide a Pain 

From Men's refuſing what you ought to gain, 
May, Dopixcrox, this Maxim fail in you, 

Whom my prefaging Thoughts already view 

By Warrorz's Conduct fir d, and Friendſhip grac'd, 

Still higher in your Prince's Favour plac'd ; 


And 
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And lending, here, thoſe awful Councils Aid, 
Which you, abroad, with ſuch Succeſs obey d: 
Bear this from one who holds your Friendſnip dear; 
What moſt we wiſh with Eaſe we fancy near. 
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Sir SPENCER COMPTON. 


OUND ſome fair Tree th' ambitious Woodbine 
grows, 

And breathes her Sweets on the ſupporting Boughs : 

So ſweet the Verſe, th' ambitious Verſe ſhould be, 

(O! pardon mine) that hopes Support from thee ; 

Thee, ComPToN, born o'er Senates to preſide, 

Their Dignity to raiſe, their Councils guide; 

Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And Kingdoms Fates, without Ambition, weigh; 

Of diſtant Virtues nice Extreams to blend, 

The Crown's Aſſerter, and the People's Friend: 

Nor doſt thou icorn, amidſt ſublimer Views, 

To liſten to the Labours of the Muſe ; 

Thy Smiles protect her, while thy Talents fire, 

And 'tis but half thy Glory to inſpire. | 
Vex'd at a publick Fame fo juſtly won, 

The jealous CHREMES is with Splcen undone. 

CHREMES, for airy Penſions of Renown, 

Devotes his Service to the State and Crown; 

All Schemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 

Tho' BRITAIx's thankleſs, ſtill this Patriot loves: 
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But Patriots differ; ſome may ſhed their Blood, 
He drinks his Coffee, for the publick Good ; 
Conſults the ſacred Steam, and there foreſees 
What Storms or Sun-ſhine Providence decrees 
Knows for each Day the Weather of our Fate ; 

A Qu1D-xuNC is an Almanack of State. : 
You ſmile, and think this Stateſmen void of Uſe, 

Why may not Time his ſecret Worth produce? 
Since Apes can roaſt the choice CasTax1an Nut, 
Since Steeds of Genius are expert at PuT, 

Since half the Senate“ Not content” can ſay, 
Geeſe Nations fave, aud Puppies Plots betray. 

What makes him model Realms and counſel Kings? 
An Incapacity for ſmaller Things. x 
Poor CHREMES can't conduct his own Eſtate, 

And thence has undertaken EuxOoE's Fate. 

GEHENNO leaves the Realm to CuREMES Skill, 
And boldly claims a Province higher ſtill ; 

To raiſe a Name, th' ambitious Boy has got 
At once a Bible and a Shoulder-Knot ; 

Deep in the Secret he looks thro' the Whole, 
And pities the dull Rogue that faves his Soul; 
To talk with Rev'rence you muſt take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender Reaſon with the Creed. 
Howe'er, well-bred, in publick he complies, 
Obliging Friends alone with Blaſphemies. 

| Peerage is Poiſon, good Eſtates are bad 
For this Diſeaſe ; poor Rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not Attainders brought unhop'd Relief, 
And falling Stocks quite cur'd an Unbelief ? 
While the Sun ſhines BuuxT talks with wond'rons 

Force$3=:. | 

But Thunder mars ſmall Beer and weak Diſcourſe. 
Such uſeful Inſtruments the Weather ſhow, 
Juſt as their ME&cusy is high or low. 

Health chiefly keeps an Atheiſt in the Dark; 
A Fever argues better than a CLARKE: 

et but the Logick in his Pulſe decay. | 
The GRECIAN he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 

| Yy bile 
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While C— mourns with an unfeigned Zeal 
Th' apoſtate Youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well. 
C, who makes ſo merry with the Creed, 
He almoſt thinks he disbelieves indeed ; 
But only thinks ſo; to give both their Due, 
Satan and he believe and tremble too. 
Of ſome for Glory ſuch the boundleſs Rage, 
That they're the blackeſt Scandal of their Age. 
Nakcissus the TaxTARIAN Club diſclaims, 
Nay, a Free-Maſon with ſome Terror names, 
Omits no Duty, nor can Envy fa | 
He miſs'd, theſe many Years, the Church or Play; 
He makes no Noiſe in Parliament, tis true; 
But pays his Debts and Viſits when they're due; 
His Character and Gloves are ever clean, | 
And then he can out-bow the bowing Dean ; 
A Smile eternal on his Lip he wears, 
Which equally the Wiſe and Worthleſs ſhares, 
In gay Fatigues this moſt undaunted Chief, 
Patient of Idleneſs beyond Belief, 
Moſt charitably lends the Town his Face, 
For Ornament, in ev'ry publick Place; 
As ſure as Cards he to th' Aſſembly comes, 
And is the Furniture of Drawing-Rooms, * 
When OmBRE calls his Hand and Heart are free, 
And, join'd to two, he fails not —to make three. 
NaRc1$8vs is the Glory of his Race: 
For who does nothing with a better Grace ? 
To deck my Liſt, by Nature were deſign'd 
Such ſhining Expletives of human Kind, 


Who want, while thro” blank Life they dream along, 


Senſe to be right, and Paſſion to be wrong. 
To counterpoiſe this Hero of the Mode, 
Some for Renown are ſingular and odd; 
What other Men diſlike, is ſure to pleaſe 
Of all Mankind theſe dear Antipodes ; 
Thro' Pride, not Malice, they run counter ſtill, 
And Birth-Days are their Days of dreſling ill. 
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ARB — r is a Fool, and F-— a Sage, | 
S——LY will fright you, E-— engage, | 
By Nature Streams run backward, Flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and S——x is the worſt of Friends. 
They take their Reſt by Day, and wake by Night, 
And bluſh if you ſurpriſe them in the Right, 
If they by Chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A Swan is white, or Q— + is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in Ridicule, no doubt, 
A Fool in Faſhion, but a Fool that's out; 
His Paſſion for Abſurdity's ſo ſtrong, | 
He cannot bear a Rival in the Wrong, 
Tho' wrong the Mode, comply; more Senſe is ſhown 
In wearing others Follies, than your own, 
If what is out of Faſhion moſt you prize, 
Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe, 
But what in Oddneſs can be more ſublime = 
Than S—, the foremoſt Toyman of his Time? 
His nice Ambition lies in curious Fancies, 
His Daughter's Portion a rich Shell enhances, 
And A$SHMOLE'S Baby-Houſe is, in his View, 
BriTANN1A's golden Mine, a rich Peru! 
How his Eyes languiſh ? How his Thoughts adore 
That painted Coat which Jos EH never wore ? 
He ſhews, on Holidays, a facred Pin 
That touch'd the Ruff that touch'd Queen Brxss's Chin, 
since that great Dearth our Chronicles deplore, 
« Since the great Plague that ſwept as many more, 
«« Was ever Year unbleſt as this ? (he'll cry,) 
It has not brought us one new Butterfly! 
In Times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd Men as theſe, 
Unhappy I——y ! how came you to pleaſe? 
Not gawdy Butterflies are Lico's Game; 
But, in effect, his Chace is much the ſame. 
Warm in Purſuit he levees all the Great, 
Stanch to the Foot of Title and Eſtate. 
Where'er their Lordſhips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, or their Shadows lag behind; 
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He ſets them ſure, whereꝰ er their Lordſhips run, 
Cloſe at their Elbows as a Morning- Dun; 
As if their Grandeur by Contagion wrought, 
And Fame was, like a Fever, to be caught: 
But, after ſeven Years Dance from Place to Place, 
The * DANE is more familiar with his Grace. 

Who'd be a Crutch to prop a rotten Peer, 
Or living Pendant dangling at his Ear, 
For ever whiſp'ring Secrets, which were blown | 
For Months before, by Trumpets, thro' the Town? 
Who'd be a Glaſs, with flattering Grimace, 
Still to reflect the Temper of his Face 
Or happy Pin to ſtick upon his Sleeve, 
When my Lord's gracious, and youchſafes it Leave 
Or Cuſhion, when his Heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 
To loll, or thump it for his better Eaſe; 
Or a vile Butt, for Noon or Night beſpoke, 
When the Peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his Joke ? 
Who'd ſhake with Laughter, tho" he cou'd not find 
His Lordſhip's Jeſt ; or, if his Noſe broke Wind, 
For Bleſſings to the Gods profoundly bow ; 
That can cry Chimney-Sweep, or drive a Plough ? 
With Terms like theſe how mean the Tribe that cloſe ? 
Scarce meaner they who Terms like theſe impoſe. 

But what's the Tribe moſt likely to — : 
The Men of Ink, or ancient Authors lie; 
The writing Tribe, who ſhameleſs Auctions hold 


Of Praiſe, by Inch of Candle to be ſold. 


All Men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt, 

With deathleſs Fame, their everlaſting Boaſt: 

For Fame no Cully makes fo much her Jeſt, 

As her old conſtant Spark, the Bard profeſt, 

* B—LE ſhines in Council, M in the Fight, 
* P——L——»'s magnificent; but I can write, 
And what to my great Soul like Glory dear? 
Till ſome God whiſpers in his tingling Ear, Fy 


That 
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That Fame's unwholſom taken without Meat, 
And Life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is ate: 

Grown lean and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his Wants were in his Wit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his Dinner's loſt, 
That his triumphant Name adorns a Poſt? | 
Or that his ſhining Page (provoking Fate!) 
Defends Surloins which Sons of Dulneſs eat? 

What Foe to Verſe without Compaſſion hears ? 

What cruel Proſeman can refrain from Tears ? 
When the poor Muſe, for leſs than half a Crown, 
A Proſtitute on every Bulk in Town, | 
With other Whores undone, tho' not in Print, 
Clubs Credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ve Bards! why will you ſing, tho' uninſpir'd ? 
Ye Bards ! why will you ſtarve, to be admir'd ? 
Defun&t by ProE BzVUs' Laws, beyond Redreſs, 
Why will your Spectres haunt the frighted Preſs ? 
Bad Metre, that Excreſcence of the Head, 

Like Hair, will ſprout, altho' the Poet's dead. 

All other Trades demand, Verſe-Makers beg; 

A Dedication is a wooden Leg; = 
A barren LaBto, the true Mumper's Faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd Brats to move Compaſſion. 

Tho' ſuch myſelf, vile Bards I diſcommend, 
| Nay, more, tho' gentle Damon is my Friend. 
« 1st then a Crime to write ? ”—— If Talents rare 
Proclaim the God, the Crime is to forbear : 
For ſome, tho' few, there are large- minded Men, 
Who watch unſeen the Labours of the Pen, 
Who know the Muſe's Worth, and therefore court 
Their Deeds her Theme, their Bounty her Support; 
Who ſerve, unask'd, the leaſt Pretence to Wit; 
My ſole Excuſe, alas! for having writ. | 
Will Hr pardon, if I dare commend 
H——rT, with Zeal a Patron and a Friend? 
A——LE true Wit is ſtudious to reſtore, 


And Dr ſmiles, if Prozevs ſmil'd before ; 
P——KE 
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P—xE-in Years the long-lov'd Arts admires, 
And HENRIETTA like a Muſe inſpires. < 
But ah! not Inſpiration can obtain 
That Fame which Poets languiſh for in vain, 
How mad their Aim? Who thirſt for Glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what no Man can poſſeſs alive, 
Fame's a Reverſion in which Men take Place, 
(o late Reverſion !) at their own Deceaſe. 
This Truth ſagacious LIN TOT knows ſo well, 
He ſtarves his Authors that their Works may ſell. 
That Fame is Wealth fantaſtic Poets cry; 
That Wealth is Fame another Clan reply, 
Who know no Guilt, no Scandal but in Rags, 
And ſwell in juſt Proportion to their Bags. 
Nor only the Low-born, Deform'd, and Old, 
Think Glory nothing but the Beams of Gold; 
The firſt young Lord, which in the MaLL you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt Hunks in LomBAaRD-STREET, 
From reſcu'd Candles Ends who rais'd a Sum, 
And ſtarves to join a Penny to a Plumb. 
A beardleſs Miſer ? *Tis a Guilt unknown 
To former Times, a Scandal all our own. 
Of ardent Lovers the true modern Band 
Will mortgage CELIA to redeem their Land. 
For Love, young, noble, rich CasTaL1o dies 
Name but the Fair, Love ſwells into his Eyes. 
Divine Moxiuia, thy fond Fears lay down, 
No Rival can prevail, but Half a Crown. 
He glories to late Times to be convey'd, 
Not for the Poor he has reliev'd, but made. 
Not ſuch Ambition his great Fathers fir'd, 
When HARRY conquer'd, and half FRANCE expir'd, 
He'd be a Slave, a Pimp, a Dog for Gain, 
Nay, a dull Sheriff for his golden Chain. 
© Who'd be a slave?“ the gallant Colonel cries, 
While Love of Glory ſparkles from his Eyes. 
To deathleſs Fame he loudly pleads his Right — 
Jult is his Title——for I will not fight: 


All 
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All soldiers Valour, all Divines have Grace, 

As Maids of Honour Beauty by their Place. 
But, when indulging on the laſt Campaign, 
His lofty Terms climb o'er the Hills of Slain, 
He gives the Foes he ſlew, at each vain Word, 
A ſweet Revenge, and half abſolves his Sword. 
Of Boaſting more than of a Bomb afraid, 

A Soldier ſhould be modeſt as a Maid: 

Fame is a Bubble the Reſery'd enjoy ; 

Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſttoy : 
Tis the World's Debt to Deeds of high Degree; 
But, if you pay yourſelf, the World is free. 

Were there no Tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 
AvucvusTvus!' Deeds in Arms had ne'er been known. 
AucGusTvus? Deeds; if that ambiguous Name 
Confounds my Reader, and mifguides his Aim, 
Such is the Prince's Worth of whom J ſpeak, 

The Roman would not bluſh at the Miſtake, 


SATYR V. 


On WOMEN. 


„ 


O Faireſt of Creation ! laſt and beſt 
all God's Works! Creature, in whom excelld 
Il hatever can to Sight, or Thought, be form d 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or ſweet ! 
How art thou loſt! - MLrox. 


— 


— 


OR reigns Ambition in bold Man alone; 

"'N Soft female Hearts the rude Invader own. 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer Things 
'Than routing Armies and dethroning Kings. 

i | | | ; Attend, 
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Attend, and you diſcern it; in the Fair, 
Conduct a Finger, or reclaim a Hair; 
Or roul the lucid Orbit of an Eye; 
Or in full Joy elaborate a Sigh. | | 
The Sex we honour, tho? their Faults we blame; 
Nay, thank their Faults for ſuck a fruitful Theme. 
A Theme, fair ! doubly kind to me, 
Since fatyrizing thoſe, is praiſing thee 3 
Who would'ſt not bear, too modeltly refin'd, 
A Panegyric of a groſſer Kind. 8 
BNITANNIA's Daughters, much more fair than nice, 
Too fond of Admiration, loſe their Price; 
wn, Worn in the public Eye, give cheap Delight 
Wn, To Throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated Sight. 
As unreſerv'd and beauteous as the Sun, 
Thro' every Sign of Vanity they run; 
Allemblies, Parks, coarſe Feaſts in City-Halls, 
Lectures and Trials, Plays, Committees, Balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions, SMiTHFIELD-Scenes, 
_ And Fortune-Tellers, Caves, and Lions Dens, 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing-Rooms, 
Inſtalments, Pillories, Coronations, Tombs, 
Tumblers and Funerals, Puppet-Shows, Reviews, 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and ſtill ſtranger!) Pews. 
CLARINDA'S Boſom burns, but burns for Fame; 
VERA And Love lies vanquiſh'd in a nobler Flame : 
Warm Gleams of Hope ſhe now diſpenſes ; then 
Like ApR1L Suns, dives into Clouds again, 
With all her Luſtre, now, her Lover warms ; 
Then, out of Oſtentation, hides her Charms. 
'Tis, next, her Pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 
. And to be taken with a ſudden Pain; 
— Then, ſhe ſtarts up, all Extaſy and Bliſs, 
And is, ſweet Soul! juſt as ſincere in this. 
O how ſhe rouls her charming Eyes in Spight ! 
And looks delightfully with all her Might ! 
But, like our Heroes, much more brave than wiſe, | 
3 Sh e conquers for the Triumph, not the Prize. 
bl a 
| E ZARA 
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ZARA reſembles ETxA crown'd with Snows ; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows : 
Twice ere the Sun deſcends, with Zeal inſpir'd, 
From the vain Converſe of the World retir'd, 
She reads the Pfalms, and Chapters for the Day 
In —— CLEOPATRA, or the laſt new Play. 
Thus gloomy ZARA, with a ſolemn Grace, 
Deceives Mankind, and hides behind her Face. 

Nor far beneath her in Renown is ſhe, 

Who, thro' Good-Breeding, is ill Company 
Whoſe Manners will not let her Larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks you are unhappy when at Peace ; 
To find you News who racks her ſubtle Head, 
And vows - that her Great-Grandfather is dead. 

A Dearth of Words a Woman need not fear, 
But *'tis a Task indeed to learn to hear. 

In that the Skill of Converſation lies, 
That ſhews, or makes you both polite and wile, 

ZANTIPPE cries, “ Let Nymphs who nought can ſay 
cc Re loſt in Silence, and reſign the Day; 

&«& And let the guilty Wife her Guilt confeſs 
« By tame Behaviour and a ſoft Addreſs.” 
Thro' Virtue ſhe refuſes to comply 

With all the Dictates of Humanity; 

Thro' Wiſdom ſhe refuſes to ſubmit 

To Wiſdom's Rules, and raves to prove her Wit: 
Then, her unblemiſh'd Honour to maintain, 
Rejects her Husband's Kindneſs with Diſdain. 
But if by Chance an ill-adapted Word 

Drops from the Lip of her unwary Lord, 
Her darling China in a Whirlwind ſent, 

Juſt intimates the I:zady's Difcontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt Dame; 
But keen ZanT1eP, ſcorning borrow'd Flame, 
Can vent her Thunders, and her Lightnings play, 
O'er cooling Gruel, and compoſing Tea. | 
Nor reſts by Night, but, more ſincere than nice, 
She ſhakes the Curtains with her kind Advice. 

Doubly, 


ay 


Sar. V. the UNIVERSAL PASSION. 35 


Doubly, like Echo, Sound is her Delight, 


And the laſt Word is her eternal Right. 

Ist not enough Plagues, Wars, and Famines riſe 

To laſh our Crimes, but muſt our Wives be wile ? 
Famine, Plague, War, and an unnumber'd Throng 


of Guilt-avenging IIls to Man belong: 


What black, what ceaſeleſs Cares beſiege our State? 
What Strokes we feel from Fancy and from Fate? 
If Fate forbears us, Fancy ſtrikes the Blow; 
We make Misfortune, Suicides in Woe, | 
Superfluous Aid! unneceſſary Skill! 
Is Nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the Noon, how oft the Midnight Bell, 
(That Iron Tongue of Death !) with ſolemn Knell, 
On Folly's Errands, as we vainly roam, x 
Knocks at our Hearts, and finds our Thoughts from 
Home ? 
Men drop ſo faſt, ere Life's mid Stage we tread, 
Few know ſo many Friends alive as dead. | 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill Chace 
We preſs coy Fortune with unflacken'd Pace; 
Our ardent Labours for the Toys we ſeek, 
Join Night to Day, and SunDar to the Week. 
Our very Joys are anxious, and expire 
Between Satiety and fierce Deſire. 
Now what Reward for all this Grief and Toil ? 
But one; a female Friend's endearing Smile 
A tender Smile, our Sorrow's only Balm, 
And, in Life's Tempeſt, the ſad Sailor's Calm. 
How have I ſeen a gentle Nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her Air, Perſuaſion in her Eye; 
Victorious Tenderneſs ! it all o'ercame, 
Husbands looked mild, and Savages grew tame. 
The ſylvan Race our active Nymphs purſue ; 
Man is not all the Game they have in View : 
In Woods and Fields their Glory they compleat; 
There Maſter BeTTy leaps a five-bar'd Gate; 
While 
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While fair Miſs CuaxTESs to Toilets is confin'd, 

Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous Sun and Wind. 

Some Nymphs affect a more heroic Breed, 

And vault from Hunters to the manag'd Steed; 

Command his Prancings with a martial Air, 

And FoBERT has the Forming of the Fair. 
More than one Steed muſt DEL1a's Empire feel, 

Who ſits triumphant o'er the flying Wheel; 

And as ſhe guides it thro” th' admiring Throng, 

With what an Air ſhe ſmacks the ſilken Thong ? 

Graceful, as Joux, ſhe moderates the Reins, 

And whiſtles ſweet her diuretick Strains. 

S£$0$TR18-like, ſuch Charioteers as theſe 

May drive ſix harnaſs'd Monarchs if they pleaſe, 

They drive, row, run, with Love of Glory ſmit, 

Leap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on Wit. 
O'er the Belle-Lettre lovely DaynNe reigns, 

Again the God AroLLo wears her Chains. 

With Legs toſs'd high on her Sophee ſhe ſits, 

V ouchafing Audience to contending Wits ; 

Of each Performance ſhe's the final Teſt ; 

One Act read o'cr, the propheſies the reſt ; 

And then pronouncing with decifive Air, 

Fully convinces all the Town ſhe's fair, 

Had lovely DarHNE HEcATESSaA'sS Face, 

How would her Elegance of Taſte decreaſe? 

Some Ladies Judgment in their Features lyes, 

And all their Genius ſparkles from their Eyes, 
But hold (ſhe cries) Lampooner ! have a Care; 

Maſt I want common Senſe becauſe I'm fair? 

O no; See STELLA, her Eyes ſhine as bright, 

As if her Tongue was never in the Right, 

And yet what real Learning, Judgment, Fire, 

She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire ; 

How then (if Malice rul'd not all the Fair) 

Could DAPHNE publiſh, and could ſhe forbear? 

We grant that Beauty is no Bar to Senſe, 

Nor 18t a Sanction for Impertinence. 


SE My 
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| SEMPROYN1A lik'd her Man, and well ſhe, might; 
| The Youth. in Perſon and in Parts was bright; | 
Poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Virtue, Grace and Art, | | 
That claims juſt Empire o'er the female Heart. 
He met her Paſſion, all her Sighs return d, 
And in full Rage of youthful-Ardour burn'd. 
w 7 Large his Poſſeſſions, and beyond her own; _ 
Their Bliſs the Theme, and Envy of the Town. 
The Day was fix'd ; when. with an Acre more 
In ſtepp'd deform'd, debanch'd, diſeas'd Threeſcore, 
The fatal Sequel I thro' Shame forbear. 
Of Pride and Av'rice who can cure the Fair? 
Man's rich with little, were his Judgment true ; 
Nature is frugal, and her Wants are few; | 
Thoſe few Wants anſwer' d bring ſincere Delights, 
. But Fools create themſelves new Appetites. 
Fancy and Pride ſeek Things at vaſt Expence, 
Which reliſh nor to Reaſon nor to Senſe. 
When Surfeit or Unthankfulneſs deſtroys, 
In Nature's narrow Sphere, our ſolid Joys, 
In Fancy's airy Land of Noiſe and Show, 
Where nought but Dreams, no real Pleaſures grow, 
Like Cats in Air-Pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 
On Joys too thin to keep the Soul alive. 
LEMIRA'S ſick, make haſte, the Doctor call: 
He comes : But where's his Patient ? At the Ball, 
The Doctor ſtares, her Woman curt'fies low, 
And cries, © My Lady, Sir, is always fo. 
i. * Diverſions put her Maladies to Flight; 
* True, ſhe can't ſtand, but ſhe can dance all Night, 
I've known my Lady (for ſhe loves a Tune) 
For Fevers take an Opera in JUNE, | 
And tho' perhaps you'll think the Practice bold, 
* A midnight Park is Sov'reign for a Cold. 
„With Cholics, Breakfaſts of green Fruit agree; 
* With Indigeſtions, Supper juſt at Three.” 
A ſtrange Alternative, replies Sir H—s, 
Muſt W men have a Doctor or a Dance? 
E My | Thy® 
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Tho! ſick to Death abroad they ſafely roam, 

But droop and die in perfect Health at Home. 

For Want — but not of Health, are Ladies ill, 

And Tickets cure beyond the Doctor's Bill. 
Alas! my Heart, how languiſhingly fair 

Yon Lady lolls ! with what a tender Air? 

Pale as a young dramatic Author, when 

O'er darling Lines fell CI EBER waves his Pen. 

Is her Lord angry, or has * Very chid ? 

Head is her Father, or the Maſk forbid ? 

« Late fitting up has turn'd her Roſes white.“ 

Why went ſhe not to Bed? „ Becauſe twas Night.“ 

Did ſhe then dance or play? “ Nor this nor that.“ 

Well, Night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing Chat. 

4 No, all alone, her Pray'ers ſhe rather choſe, 

«© Than be that Wretch to ſleep till Morning roſe.” 

Then Lady CyxTH1a, Miſtreſs of the Shade, 

Goes, with the faſhionable Owls, to Bed. 

This her Pride covets, this her Health denies ; | 

Her Soul is filly, but her Body's wiſe. 


Others with curious Arts dim Charms revive, 
And triumph in the Bloom of Fifty five. 
You in the Morning a fair Nymph invite, 
To keep her Word a brown one comes at Night | 
Next Day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy black, and then | 
Revolves into her native Red again. 
Like a Dove's Neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient Charms, 
And is her own dear Rival in her Arms. 
But one Admirer has the painted Laſs, 
Nor finds that one but in her Looking-Glaſs. 
Yet LAuRA's beautiful to ſuch Exceſs, 
That all her Art ſcarce makes her pleaſe the leſs. 
To deck the female Cheek he only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the Lily and the Roſe. 
How gay they ſmile ? ſuch Bleſſings Nature pours, 
O'er-ſtock'd Mankind enjoy but Half their Stores: 
In diſtant Wilds, by human Eyes unſeen, 
She rears her Flow'rs, and ſpreads her Velvet green. 
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pure gurgling Rills the lonely Deſert trace, 
And waſte their Muſick on the ſavage Race. 
Is Nature then a Niggard of her Bliſs ? 
Repine we guiltleſs in a World like this? 
But our lewd Taſtes her lawful Charms refuſe, 
And painted Arts deprav'd Allurements chuſe. 
Such FULv1aA's Paſſion for the Town; freſh Air 
(An odd Effect !) gives Vapours to the Fair: 
Green Fields, and ſhady Groves, and cryſtal Springs, 
And Larks and Nightingales are odious Things ; 
But Smoke, and Duſt, and Noiſe, and Crowds delight; 
And to be preſs'd to Death tranſports her quite. 
Where filver Riv'lets play thro' flow'ry Meads, 
And Woodbines give their Sweets, and Limes their 
Shades, 
Black Kennels abſent Odours ſhe regrets, 
And ſtops her Noſe at Beds of Violets. 
Is ſtormy Life preferr'd to the ſerene ? 
Or is the publick to the private Scene ? 
Retir'd we tread a ſmooth and open Way ; 
Thro? Briars and Brambles in the World we ſtray, 
Stiff Oppoſition and perplex'd Debate, 
And thorny Care, and rank and ſtinging Hate, 
Which choak our Paſſage, our Career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt Temper of our Soul. 
O facred Solitude! divine Retreat! 
Choice of the Prudent! Envy of the Great ! 
By thy pure Stream, or in thy waving Shade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial Maid : 
The genuine Offspring of her lov'd Embrace, 
(Strangers on Earth!) are Innocence and Peace. 
There, from the Ways of Men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant Tempeſt roar ; 
There bleſs'd with Health, with Buſineſs unperplex'd, 
This Life we reliſh, and enſure the next ; 
There too the Muſes ſport ; theſe Numbers free, 
Piextax EASTBURY ! I owe to thee, 


There 
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There ſport the Muſes; but not there alone: 
Their ſacred Force AmEL1a feels in Town. 
Nought but a Genius can a Genius fit 3 | 
A Wit herſelf, AmzL1a weds a Wit. Ss 
Both Wits ! tho” Miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Three Days, three wondrous Days! they liv'd in 
Peace; | R 
With the fourth Sun a warm Diſpute aroſe, 
On DuRFEyY's Poeſy and Bux vAx's Proſe. 
The learned War both wage with equal Force, 
And the fifth Morn concluded the Divorce. 
PHOEBE, tho' ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in Happineſs. 
Laborioufly purſues delufive Toys, 
Content with Pains, ſince they're reputed Joys. 
With what well-acted Tranſport will the ſay, 
« Well, ſure, we were ſo happy Yeſterday! , 
„% And then that charming Party for to-morrow !” 
Tho? well ſhe knows *twill languiſh into Sorrow. 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent Hour ; 
So groſs the Cheat, it is beyond her Pow'r. 
For ſuch is or our Weakneſs or our Curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our Crime, which {till is worſe, ' 
The preſent Moment, like a Wife, we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 
Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure, like Quick-Silver, is bright and coꝝ; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt Skill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 
If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty Gains, 
What is it but rank Poiſon in your Veins ? 
As FLAVIA in her Glaſs an Angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her Ear pernicious Lies 
( 
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Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a Face ſo fine, 

There's no Satiety of Charms divine: | 

Hence, if her Lover yawns, all chang'd appears 

Her Temper, and ſhe melts (fweet Soul!) in Te # 
„ 7 She, 
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She, fond and young, laſt Week her Wiſh enjoy'd, 
In ſoft Amuſement all the Night employ'd; © 
The Morning came, when ST&EyHoN waking found 
(Surpriſing Sight !) his Bride in Sorrow drown'd; 
« What Miracle (ſays $TREr HON) makes thee weep ? 
in « Ah, barbarous Man ! (ſhe cries) how could you 
ſleep ?”? | 51175 
Men Lhe a Miſtreſs, as they love a Feaſt ; 
How grateful one to Touch, and one to Taſte ? 
Yet ſure there is a certain Time of Day, 
We wiſh our Miſtreſs and our Meat away : 
But ſoon the ſated Appetites return, 
Again our Stomachs crave, our Boſoms burn. 
Eternal Love let Man, then, never ſwear ; 
Let Women never triumph nor deſpair ; 
Nor praiſe, nor blame too much the Warm or Chill 
Hunger and Love are foreign to the Will. wks 
There is indeed a Paſſion more refin'd, 
For thoſe few Nymphs whoſe Charms are of the Mind, 
But not of that unfaſhionable Set ol nT 0 
Is PHILLIS: PHILL1sS and her Damon met. 
Eternal Love exactly hits her Taſte ; 
PHiLL1s demands eternal Love at leaſt. 
Embracing Pr1LL1s with ſoft-ſmiling Eyes, 
Eternal Love I vow, the Swain replies: 
But ſay, my All, my Miſtreſs, and my Friend! 
What Day next Week th' Eternity ſhall end? 
Some Nymphs prefer Aſtronomy to Love; 
Elope from mortal Men, and range above. 
The fair Philoſopher to RowLey flyes, 
Where in a Box the whole Creation lyes, 
She ſees the Planets in their Turns advance; 
And ſcorns, PoiT1ER, thy ſublunary Dance. 
Of DESAGUL1ER ſhe beſpeaks freſh Air, 
And Wurs rox has Engagements with the Fair, 
„What vain Experiments SoPHRON1A tries? 
s. is not in Air-Pumps the gay Colonel dies. 
She, 8 But 
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But tho' to-day this Rage of Science reigns, 
(O fickle Sex?) ſoon end her learned Pains. 
Lo! Pos from jurir ER her Heart has got, 


Turns out the Stars, and NEw TON is a Sot. 


To - turn, ſhe never took the Height 
Of SaTvRN, yet is ever in the Right. | 
She ſtrikes each Point with native Force of Mind, 
While puzzled Learning blunders far behind. 


Graceful to Sight, and elegant to Thought, 


— 


The Great are vanquiſh'd, and the Wiſe are taught. 


Her Breeding finiſh'd, and her Temper ſweet, 
When ſerious, eaſy, and when gay, diſcreet ; 

In glittering Scenes, o'er her own Heart, ſeyere ; 
In Crowds collected, and in Courts ſincere ; 
Sincere and warm, with Zeal well underſtood, 
She takes a noble Pride in doing Good; 

Yet, not ſuperior to her Sex's Cares, 

The Mode ſhe fixes by the Gown ſhe wears; 


Of Silks and CHINA ſhe's the laſt Appeal; 
In theſe great Points ſhe leads the Commonweal ; 


And if Diſputes of Empire riſe between 

MECKLIN the Queen of Lace, and COLBERTEEN, 
*Tis Doubt! 'tis Darkneſs ! till ſuſpended Fate - 
Aſſumes her Nod to cloſe the grand Debate. 
When ſuch her Mind, why will the Fair expreſs 
Their Emulation only in their Dreſs ? 


But oh! the Nymph that mounts above the Skies, 


And, gratis, clears religious Mylteries ! 


Reſolv'd the Church's Welfare to enſure, 


And make her Family a Sine-cure, 

The Theme divine at Cards ſhe'll not forget, 
But takes in Texts of Scripture at PiQUErT ; 

In thoſe licentious Meetings acts the Prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her Cards are good. 
What Angels would theſe be, who thus excel 
In Theologics, could they ſew as well! 


Let why ſhould not the Fair her Text purſue ? 


Can ſhe more decently the Doctor woo ? 


'Tis | 
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'Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no Uſe but Chat 
Of her Religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 

ISAAC, a Brother of the canting Strain, 
When he has knock'd at his own Skull in vain, 
Jo beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark Text, to light it at the Fair, 

O how his pious Soul exults to find 

Such Love for holy Men in Womankind ' 
Charm'd with her Learning, with what Rapture he 
Hangs on her Bloom, like an induſtrious Bee; 
Hums round about her, and with all his Pow' r 
Extracts ſweet Wiſdom from ſo fair a Flow'r ! 

The Young and Gay declining, ABRA flies 
At nobler Game, the Mighty and the Wile ; 

By Nature more an Eagle than a Dove, 
She impiouſly prefers the World to Love. 

Can Wealth give Happineſs ? look round, and ſee 
What gay Diſtreſs! what ſplendid Miſery ! 
Whatever Fortune laviſhly can pour 
The Mind-annihilates, and calls for more, 
Wealth is a Cheat, believe not what it ſays, 

Like any Lord it promiſes——and pays. 

How will the Miſe er ſtartle to be told 

Of ſuch a Wonder as inſolvent Gold ? 

What Nature wants has an intrinſick Weight, 

All more is but the Faſhion of the Plate, 

Which, for one Moment, charms the fickle View, 
It charms us now, anon we caſt anew, 

To ſome freſh Birth of Fancy more inclin'd : 

Then wed not Acres, but a noble Mind. 

Miſtaken Lovers, who make Worth their Care, 

And think Accompliſhments will win the Fair : 
The Fair, 'tis true, by Genius ſhould be won, 
As Flow'rs unfold their Beauties to the Sun; 
And yet in female Scales a Fop out-weighs, 
And Wit muſt wear the Willow with the Bays. 
Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain LI BERIA's. Eye 
As Riot, Impudence, and Perfidy ; 
The 
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The Youth of Fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 


And kill'd his Man, and triumph'd o'er his Maid: 
For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her Charms, 
Snatches the dear Deſtroyer to her Arm; 
And amply gives (tho? treated long amiſs) 
The Man of Merit his Revenge in this. 
If you reſent, and wiſh a Woman ill, 
But turn her o'er one Moment to her Will. 
The languid Lady next appears in State, 
Who was not born to carry her own Weight ; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign Aid 
To her own Stature lifts the feeble Maid, 
Then, if ordain'd to ſo ſevere a Dom, 
She, by juſt Stages, journeys round the Room ; 
But knowing her own Weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 4 
To ſcale the Als that is, aſcend the Stairs. 
My Fan ! let others ſay who laugh at Toil ; 
Fan! Hood! Glove! Scarff! is her Laconic Stile. 
And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying Fall, 
That BzTTy rather ſees than hears the Call: 
The Motion of her Lips, and meaning Eye, 
Piece out th' Idea her faint Words deny. 
O liſten with Attention molt profound! 
Her Voice is but the Shadow of a Sound. 
And help! O help! her Spirits are fo dead, 
One Hand ſcarce lifts the other to her Head, 
If there a ſtubborn Pin it triumphs o'er, 
She pants! ſhe ſinks away! and is no more. 
Let the Robult and the Gigantic carve, 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarve; 
But chew ſhe mult herſelf, ah cruel Fate! 
That Ros ALINx DA can't by Proxy eat. 
An Antidote in female Caprice lyes 
(Kind Heaven !) againſt the Poiſan of their Eyes. 
THALESTR1S triumphs in a manly Mein, 
Loud is her Accent, and her Phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open Dealing where's the Shame ? 
What Nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name, 
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This honeſt Fellow is ſincere and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous Huſband Pain. 
(Vain is the Taſk to Petticoats aſſign d, 
If wanton Language ſhews a naked Mind.) 
And now-and then, to grace her Eloquence, 
An Oath ſupplies the Vacancies of Senſe. 
Hark ! the ſhrill Notes trunſpierce the yielding Air, 
And teach the neighb'ring Echoes how to ſwear. 
By Jovs, is faint, and for the ſimple Swain, 
She on the Chriſtian Syſtem is profane. 
But tho” the Volley rattles in your Ear, 
Believe her Dreſs, ſhe's not a Grenadier. 
If Thunder's awful, how much more our Dread, 
When Jove deputes a Lady in his Stead ? 
A Lady ! pardon my miſtaken Pen, 
A ſhameleſs Woman is the worſt of Men. 
Few to Good-Breeding make a juſt Pretence, 

Good-Breeding is the Bloſſom of good Senſe ; 
The laſt Reſult of an accompliſh'd Mind, 
With outward Grace, the Body's Virtue, join'd. 
A violated Decency now reigns, 
And Nymphs for Failings take peculiar Pains. 
With INDIAN Painters modern Toaſts agree, 
The Point they aim at is Deformity : 
They throw their Perſons with a hoydon Air 
Acroſs the Room, and toſs into the Chair. 
So far their Commerce with Mankind is gone, 
They for our Manners have exchang'd their own, 
The modeſt Look, the caſtigated Grace, 
The gentle Movement, and flow-meaſur'd Pace, 
For which her Lovers dy'd, her Parents paid, 
Are Indecorums with the modern Maid. 
Stiff Forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer Art and Nature to be rude. 
Modern Good-Breeding carry to its Height, 
And Lady D — Self will be polite. 

Ye riſing Fair! Ye Bloom of BziTaix's Ifle ! 
When high-born AxxA, with a ſoften'd Smile, 
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Leads on your Train, and ſparkles at your Head, 
What ſeems moſt hard, is not to be well-bred. 
Her bright Example with Succeſs purſue, 
And all, but Adoration, is your Due. 
But Adoration ! give me ſomething more, 


Cries LyCx, on the Borders of Threeſcore. Ti 
Nought treads fo ſilent as the Foot of Time, | W 
Hence we miſtake our Autumn for our Prime. Li 
*Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, W 
The melancholly News that we grow old. Al 
Autumnal Lycx carries in her Face T 
MEMENTO MORI to each publick Place. D1 
O how your beating Brea a Miſtreſs warms, Fa 
Who looks thro' Spectacles to ſee your Charms! A 
While rival Undertakers hover round, Y 
And with his Spade the Sexton marks the Ground, Y 


Intent not on her own but others Doom, 

She plans new Conqueſts, and defrauds the Tomb, 

In vain the Cock has ſummon'd Sprites away, 

She walks at Noon, and blaſts the Bloom of Day. 

Gay Rainbow-Silks her mellow Charms unfold, 

And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 

Her grizzled Locks aſſume a ſmirking Grace, 

And Art has levell'd her deep furrowed Face. 

Her ſtrange Demand no Mortal can approve, 

We'll aſk her Bleſſing, but can't aſk her Love, 

She grants, indeed, a Lady may decline | 

(All Ladies but herſelf) at Ninety nine. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred Age 

Of prudent PoxT1a? Her grey Hairs engage, 

Whoſe Thoughts are ſuited to her Life's Decline | 

Virtue's the Paint that can make Wrinkles ſhine. | 
That, and that only can old Age ſuſtain, 

Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for Pain. 

Not numerous are our Joys when Life is new, 

And yearly ſome are falling of the few ; 

But when we conquer Life's meridian Stage, 

And downward tend into the Vale of Age, 


They 
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They drop apace; by Nature ſome decay, 

and ſome the Blaſts of Fortune ſweep away; 

Till naked quite of- Happineſs, aloud 

We call for Death, and ſhelter in a Shroud. 
Where's Po TIA now? But PorT1Aa left behind 

Two lovely Copies of her Form and Mind. 

What Heart untouch'd their early Grief can view, 

Like bluſhing Roſe-Buds dipp'd in Morning Dew ? 

Who into Shelter takes their tender Bloom, 

And forms their Minds to fly from Ills to come ? 

The Mind when turn'd adrift, no Rules to guide, 

Drives at the Mercy of the Wind and Tide ; 

Fancy and Paſſion toſs it to and fro, 

A While torment, and then quite fink in Woe, 

Ye beauteous Orphans ! ſince in ſilent Duſt 

Your beſt Example lyes, my Precepts truſt, 

Life ſwarms with Ills, the boldeſt are afraid: 

Where then is Safety for a tender Maid ? 

Unſit for Conflict, round beſet with Woes, 

And Man, whom ſhe leaſt fears, her worlt of Foes! 

When kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the molt, 

The leaſt abliging ; and by Favours loſt, 

Cruel by Nature, they for Kindneſs hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe Ills themſelves create. 

If on your Fame our Sex a Blot has thrown, 

"Twill ever ſtick thro* Malice of your own. 

Moſt hard! in pleaſing your chief Glory lyes, 

And yet from Cw your chief Dangers riſe ; 

Then pleaſe the beſt ; and know, for Men of Senſe, 

Your 3 Charms are native Innocence. 

Arts on the Mind, like Paint upon the Face, 

Fright him that's worth your Love from your Embrace. 

In ſimple Manners all the Secret lyes, 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 

Vain Shew and Noiſe intoxicate the Brain, 

Begin with Giddineſs, and end in Pain. 

Affect not empty Fame and idle Praiſe, 

Which all thoſe Wretches I deſcribe betrays, 

Your 
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| Your Sex's Glory tis to ſhine unknown; 

Of all Applauſe be fondeſt of your own. 

Beware the Fever of the Mind ! that Thirſt 

With which this Age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of Pleaſure but inflames Deſire, 

And Abſtinence alone can quench the Fire, | 
Take Pain from Life, and Terror from the Tomb, 
Give Peace in Hand, and promiſe Bliſs to come, 
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SATYR VI. 
On WOMEN. 


Inſcribed to the RicuT HonovkraBLE the 


| Lady ELISABETH GERMAIN. 


Interdum tamen & tollit comedia vocem. Hon. 


— 


Sought a Patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 

APOLLO whiſper'd in my Ear“ GRERMAIXx— 
I know her not“! Your Reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 
« Who knows his Patron now? reply'd the God. 
«© Men write to me, and to the World, unknown; 
« Then ſteal great Names, to ſhield them from the 
| Town. ** 
Detected Worth, like Beauty diſarray'd, 
(To Covert flies, of Praiſe itſelf afraid: 
« Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your Lays, 
* In Vengeance write a Volume in her Praiſe, 

= | « Nor 
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« Nor think it hard ſo great a Length to run; 

« When ſuch the Theme, 'twill eaſily be done. 
Ye Fair! to draw your Excellence at Length 

Exceeds the narrow Bounds of human Strength; 

vou, here, in Miniature your Pictures ſee; 

Nor hope from Zixcxs more Juſtice than from me. 

My Portraits grace your Mind, as his your Side; 

His Portraits will inflame, mine quench your Pride: 

He's dear, you frugal; chuſe my cheaper Lay, 


And be your Reformation all my Pay. 


LAVINIA is polite, but not profane; | 

To Church as conſtant as to DRuRyY-LaANE. 

She decently, in Form, pays Heav'n its Due 

And makes a civil Viſit to her Pew. 

Her lifted Fan, to give a ſolemn Air, 

Conceals her Face, which paſſes for a Pray'r : 

Curt'ſies to Curt'ſies, then, with Grace ſucceed, 

Not one the Fair omits, but at the Creed, 

Or if ſhe joins the Service, *tis to ſpeak; 

Thro' dreadful Silence the pent Heart might break; 

Untaught to bear it, Women talk away | 

To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 

But ſweet their Accent, and their Air refin'd ; 

For they're before their Maker —and Mankind : 

When Ladies once are proud of praying well, 

Satan himſelf will toll the Pariſh Bell. 
Acquainted with the World, and quite well bred, 

Dzus receives her Viſitants in Bed; 

But chaſte as Ice, this VEsTA, to defy 

The very blackeſt of Tongue of Calumny, 

When from her Sheets her lovely Form he lifts, 

She begs you juſt would turn you while ſhe ſhifts. 
Thoſe Charms are greateſt which decline the Sight, 


That makes the Banquet poignant and polite. 


There is no Woman where there's no Reſerve, 


And 'tis on Plenty your poor Lovers ſtarve, 


But, with the modera Fair, meridian Merit, 
Is a herce Thing they call A NYM H or SeikiT. 


Mark 
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Mark well the Rollings of her flaming Eye, 

And tread on Tiptoe if you dare draw nigh, 

« Or if you take a Lion by the Beard, * 

« Or dare defy the fell Hyxcan1an Pard, 
© Orarm'd RH4ivocERos, or rough Russ1an Bear, 
Firſt make your Will, and then converſe with her. 
This Lady glories in profuſe Expence, | 
And thinks Diſtraction is Magnificence. 
To beggar her Gallant is ſome Delight, 
To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite. 
Had ever Nymph ſuch Reaſon to be glad ? 
In Duel fell two Lovers, one run mad. 
Her Foes their honeſt Execrations pour; 
Her Lovers only ſhould deteſt her more, 
Thrice happy they who think I boldly feign, 
And ſtartle at a Miſtreſs of my Brain. 
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FLAVIA is conſtant to her old Gallant, 1 d 
And gen'rouſly ſupports him in his Want. B 
But Marriage is a Fetter, is a Snare, 8 
A Hell no Lady ſo polite can bear. V 
She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with Pains A 
Her Angel-Brood of Baſtards ſhe maintains. V 
Nor leaſt Advantage has the Fair to plead, F 
But that of Guilt, above the Marriage-Bed, 

Amas1a hates a Prude, and ſcorns Reſtraint; _ B 
Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a Saint: L 
Her Soul ſuperior flies Formality ; B 
So gay her Air, her Conduct is ſo free, 

Some might ſuſpect the Nymph not over good T 
Nor wou'd they be miſtaken if they ſhou'd. . 

Unmarried ABR A puts on formal Airs; 7 
Her Cuſhion's thread-bare with her conſtant Pray'rs, Ir 
Her only Grief is, that ſhe cannot be | 7 
At once engag'd in Pray'r and Charity, 

And this, to do her Juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 1 
« Who wou'd not think that ABRA was a Maid?“ H 
Some 4 

* Shakeſpear, 
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Some Ladies are too beauteous to be wed, 
For where's the Man that's worthy of their Bed ? 
If no Diſeaſe reduce her Pride before, 
Lavinia vill be raviſh'd at Threeſcore. : 
Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the Dark, 
p And nothing now is wanting—but her Spark. 
| Luc1a thinks Happineſs conſiſts in State; 
She weds an Idiot, but ſhe eats in Plate, 
The Goods of Fortune, which her Soul poſleſs, 
Are but the Ground of unmade Happineſs ; 
The rude Material ; Wiſdom add to this, 
Wiſdom the ſole Artificer of Bliſs. 
She from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by Need, 
Of thin Content can draw the ſubtle Thread; 
But (no Detraction to her ſacred Skill) 
If ſhe can work in Gold, tis better ſtill. | 
If TuLL1a had been bleſs'd with half her Senſe, 
None cou'd too much admire her Excellence, 
But ſince ſhe can make Error ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the Right. 
With Underſtanding ſhe is quite o'errun ; 
And by too great Accompliſhments undone ; 
With Skill ſhe vibrates her eternal Tongue, 
For ever molt divinely in the Wrong. 
Naked in nothing ſhould a Woman be, 
But veil her very Wit with Modeſty : 
Let Man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 
But yield her Charms of Mind with ſweet Delay. 
For Pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 
To make themſelves important Men mult grieve, 
LESBIA the fair, to fire her jealous Lord, 
Pretends the Fop ſhe laughs at is ador'd. 
. In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret Innocence; 
The Fact ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe Offence, 
Mira, endow'd with every Charm to bleſs, 
Has no Deſign but on her Husband's Peace: 
| He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 
me At ſmall Inquietudes in her he lov'd. 


« How 
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« How charming this? -The Pleaſure laſted long; 
Now every Day the Fits came thick and ſtrong; 
At laſt he found the Charmer only feign'd, 
And was diverted when. he ſhould be pain'd. | 
What greater Vengeance have the Gods in Store? 
How tedious Life now ſhe can plague no more: 
She tries a thouſand Arts, but none ſuceeed: 
She's forc'd a Fever to procure indeed ; 
Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, loving Wife, 
Her Husband's Pain was dearer than her Life. 

Anxious MELANIA riſes to my View, 
Who never thinks her Lover pays his Due: 
. Viſit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore ; 
Her Majeſty to-morrow calls for more. 
His wounded Ears Complaints eternal fill, 
As unoil'd Hinges querulouſly ſhrill. 
« You went laſt Night with CeL1a to the Ball.“ 
You prove it falſe. * Not go? That's worſt of all.“ 
Nothing. can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame ; 
And arrant Contradictions are the ſame. 
Her Lover mult be ſad to pleaſe her Spleen, 

His Mirth is an inexpiable Sin: 
For of all Rivals that can pain her Breaſt, 
There's one that wounds far deeper than the reſt 
To wreck her Quiet, the moſt dreadful Shelf 
Is, if her Lover dares enjoy himſelf. 

And this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair, 
Should I diſpute her Beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare? ' 
How would MELANIA be ſurpriz'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd ? And yet the Caſe is clear, 

What's female Beauty, but an Air divine, 
Thro' which the Mind's all-gentle Graces ſhine ? 
They, like the Sun, irradiate all between; 
the Body charms, becauſe the Soul is ſeen, 

Hence Men are often Captives of a Face, 

They know not why, of no peculiar Grace: 

Some Forms, tho' bright, no mortal Man can bear; 
Some none reſiſt, tho' no: exceeding fair, | 
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AseaS1a's highly born, and nicely bred, 
of Taſte refin'd, in Life and Manners read; 
Yet reaps no Fruit from her ſuperior Senſe, 
But to be teaz'd by her own Excellence. 
„ Folks are ſo aukward ! Things ſo unpolite! 
She's elegantly pain'd from Morn till Night. 
Her Delicacy's ſhock'd where'er ſhe goes; 
Each Creature's Imperfections are her Woes. 
Heav'n by its Favours has the Fair diſtreſt, 
And pour'd ſuch Bleſſings - that ſhe can't be bleſt. 


Ah! why ſo vain, tho' blooming in thy Spring, 


Thou ſhining, frail, ador'd and wretched Thing 
Old Age will come, Diſeaſe may come before, 
Fifteen is full as mortal as Threeſcore. 
Thy Fortune and thy Charms may ſoon decay : 
But grant theſe Fugitives prolong their Stay, 
Their Baſis totters, their Foundation ſhakes, 
Life, that ſupports them, in a Moment breaks ; 
Then wrought into the Soul let Virtues ſhine, 
The Ground eternal, as the Work divine. 
JuL1ia's a Manager, ſhe's born for Rule, 
And knows her wiſer Husband is a Fool; 
Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the ſubtle Thread 
That guides the Lover to his fair One's Bed; 
For difficult Amours can ſmooth the Way, 
And tender Letters diate or convey. 
But if depriv'd of ſuch important Cares, 
Her Wiſdom condeſcends to leſs Affairs; 
For her own Breakfaſt ſhe'll proje& a Scheme, 
Nor takes her Tea without a Stratagem; 
Preſides o'er Trifles with a ſerious Face, 
Important by the Virtue of Grimace. 
Ladies ſupreme among Amuſements reign, 
By Nature born to ſooth and entertain ; 
Their Prudence in a Share of Folly lies ; 
Why will they be ſo weak as to be wile ? 
SYRENA 1s for ever in Extreams, 
And with a Vengeance ſhe commends or blames. 


Conſcious 
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Conſcious of her Diſcernment, which is good, 
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She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood. hs. 
Her Judgment juſt, her Sentence is too ſtrong ; Tal 
Becauſe ſhe's right, ſhe's ever in the Wrong. Lef 
BRUxETTA's wiſe in Actions great, and rare; 
But ſcorns on Trifles to beſtow her Care. Wh 
Thus ev'ry Hour BRUNETTA is to blame, _ 
Becauſe th Occaſion is beneath her Aim. ny 
Think nought a Trifle, tho' it. ſmall appear, Wh 
— Small Sands the Mountain, Moments make the Year, Ne 
} And Trifles Life. Your Care to Trifles give, Ar 
Or you may die, before you truly live. Ne 
Go breakfaſt with ALicta, there you'll ſee an 
S1MPLEX MUNDIT11S to the laſt Degree. a 5 
Unlac'd her Stays, her Night-Gown is unty'd, ö 
And what ſhe has of Head-Dreſs is aſide. C: 
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She drawls her Words, and waddles in her Pace: ky: 
Unwaſh'd her Hands, and much beſnuff d her Face. 
A Nail uncut and Head uncomb'd ſhe loves 
And would draw on Jack-Boots as ſoon as Gloves, 

Gloves by Queen BESS's Maidens might be miſt, 
Her bleſſed Eyes ne'er ſaw a female Fiſt. cc 
Lovers beware ! to wound how can ſhe fail 

With ſcarlet Finger, and long jetty Nail ? 

For H- v the firſt Wit ſhe cannot be, 

{ Nor cruel R—D the firſt Toaſt for thee ; 

F Since full each other Station of Renown, 

i Who would not be the greateſt Trapes in Town? 
7 
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Women were made to give our Eyes Delight ; 
A female Sloven is an odious Sight. 
Fair ISABELLA is ſo fond of Fame, 

That her dear Self is her eternal Theme; 
Thro' Hopes of Contradiction oft ſhe'll ſay, 
J „ Methinks I look ſo wretchedly to-day ! ” 
| 
| 
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When moſt the World applauds you, moſt beware; 
Tis often leſs a Bleſſing than a Snare. 

| Diſtruſt Mankind ;- with.your own Heart confer, 
| And dread even there to find a Platterer. 
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The Breath of others raiſes our Renown; 

Our own as ſurely blows the Pageant down: 

Take up no more than you by Worth can claim, 

Leſt ſoon you prove a Bankrupt in your Fame. 
But own I muſt, in this perverted Age, 

Who moſt deſerve, can't always moſt engage. 

So far is Worth from making Glory ſure, 

It often hinders what it ſhould procure. 

Whom praiſe we moſt ? The Virtuous, Brave and Wiſe ? 

No; Wretches whom in Secret we deſpiſe. 

And who ſo blind as not to ſee the Cauſe ? 

No Rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet Applauſe ; 

And yet of Credit it lays in a Store, 


By which our Spleen may wound true Worth the more. 


Ladies there are who think one Crime is all ; 
Can Women, then, no Way but backward fall ? 
So ſweet is that one Crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its Loſs they think all others Er. | 
Who hold that Crime fo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur'd Modeſty the ſacred Name. | 
But CL1o thus. What, railing without End? 
« Mean Task! how much more gen'rous to com- 
mend? | 
Yes, to commend as you are won't to do, 
My kind Inſtructor and Example too. 
«© DaypHnis (ſays CLIO) has a charming Eye: 


„„What Pity tis, her Shoulder is awry ? 


« AspasSTA'S Shape indeed— but then her Air— 
«© The Man has Parts who finds Deſtruction there. 
©* ALMER1Aa's Wit has ſomething that's divine; 
And Wit's enough — how few in all Things ſhine? 
© SELINA ſerves her Friends, relieves the Poor— 
„Who was it faid SeLixna's near Threeſcore ? 
* At Lucia's Match I from my Soul rejoice, 
© The World congratulates ſo wiſe a Choice; 
His Lordſhip's Rent-Roll is exceeding great 
But Mortgages will ſap the beſt Eſtate. 
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% In SHERLEY's Form might Cherubims appear, 


4 But then —ſhe has a Freckle on her Ear. 
Without a But HoxrENSsIA ſhe commends, 
The firſt of Women, and the beſt of Friends; 


Ovns her in Perſon, Wit, Fame, Virtue bright; 
But how comes this to paſs? —She died laſt Night. 
Thus Nymphs commend, who * at Satyr rail: 

e 


Indeed that's needleſs if ſuch Praiſe prevail; 


And whence ſuch Praiſe ? Our Virulence is thrown 


On others Fame, thro' Fondneſs for our own. 
Of Rank and Riches proud, CLEoRa frowns ; 

For are not Coronets a-kin to Crowns ? 

Her greedy Eye, and her ſublime Addreſs, 

The Height of Avarice and Pride confeſs. 


You ſeek Perſections worthy of her Rank; 


Go, ſeek for her Perfections at the Bank. 


By Wealth unquench'd, by Reaſon uncontrol'd, 


For ever burns her facred Thirſt of Gold. 
As fond of Fivepence as the verieſt Cit, 
And quite as much deteſted as a Wit. 

Can Gold calm Paſſion, or make Reaſon ſhine ? 
Can we dig Peace or Wiſdom from the Mine ? 
Wiſdom to Gold prefer; for 'tis much leſs 
To make our Fortune, than our Happineſs. 
That Happineſs which great Ones often ſee, 


With Rage and Wonder, in a low Degree, 


Themſelves unbleſt : The Poor are only poor ; 
But what are they who droop amid their Store ? 


Nothing is meaner than a Wretch of State; 


The Happy only are the truly Great, 
Peaſants enjoy like Appetites with Kings, 
And thoſe belt ſatisfied with cheapeſt Things. 


Could both our InD1Es buy but one new Senſe, 


Our Envy wou'd be due to large Expence. 


Since not, thoſe Pomps, which to the Great belong, 
Are but poor Arts to mark them from the Throng. 


See how they beg an Alms of Flattery ? 


They languiſh ! oh ſupport them with a Lie ! 
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A decent Competence we fully taſte, 

It ſtrikes our Senſe, and gives a conſtant Feaſt : 
More, we perceive, by Dint of Thought alone, 
The Rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their own, 

To feel their great Abundance, and requeſt 
Their humble Friends to help them to be bleſt; 
To ſee their Treaſures, hear their Glory told, 
And aid the wretched Impotence of Gold, 


But ſome, great Souls ! and touch'd with Warmth 


divine, 
Give Gold a Price, and teach its Beams to ſhine, 
All hoarded Treaſures they repute a Load, 
Nor think their Wealth their own till well beſtow'd. 
Grand Reſervoirs of publick Happineſs, 
Throꝰ ſecret Streams diffuſively they bleſs ; 
And, while their Bounties glide concealed from View, 
Relieve our Wants and ſpare our Bluſhes too, 
But Satyr is my Task, and theſe deſtroy 
Her gloomy Province and malignant Joy. 
Help me, ye Miſers ! help me to complain, 
And blaſt our common Enemy GERMAIX : 
But our Invectives mult deſpair Succeſs, 
For, next to Praiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs, 

What PiQture's yonder looſen'd from its Frame? 
Or is't As rux A, that affected Dame? 
The brighteſt Forms, thro” Affectation, fade 
To ſtrange new Things which Nature never made, 
Frown not, ye Fair ! ſo much your Sex we prize, 
We hate thoſe Arts that take you from our Eyes : 
In ALBUCINDA'S native Grace is ſeen 
What you, who labour at Perfection, mean. 

Short is the Rule, and to be learnt with Eaſe, 
Retain your gentle Selves, and you muſt pleaſe. 
Here might I ſing of MEmmia's mincing Mein, 
And all the Movements of the ſoft Machine : 
How two red Lips affected Zephyrs blow, 

To cool the Boxta, and inflame the Beau; 
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While one white Finger and a Thumb conſpire 
To lift the Cup, and make the World admire. 
Tea ! how I tremble at thy fatal Stream ? 
As LETHE dreadful to the Love of Fame. 
What Devaſtations on thy Banks are ſeen ? 
What Shades of mighty Names which once have been ? 
A Hecatcomb of Characters ſupplies | 
| Thy painted Altars daily Sacrifice. 
4 H——, P , B—, aſpers'd by thee, decay, 
F As Grains of fineſt Sugars melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal Taſte : 
Scandal's the Sweetner of a female Feaſt. 
But this inhuman Triumph ſhall decline, 
And thy revolting Natapes call for Wine; 
Spirits no longer ſhall ſerye under thee ; 
But reign in thy own Cup, exploded Tea ! 
CirRONIA's Noſe declares thy Ruin nigh ; 55 
And who dares give Ci rRONIA's Noſe the Lie? * 
The Ladies long at Men of Drink exclaim'd, | 
And what impair'd both Health and Virtue blam'd ; | 
At length, to reſcue Man, the generous Laſs | 
Stole from her Conſort the pernicious Glaſs. | 
As glorious as the Brx1T1$H Queen renown'd, 
| Who ſuck'd the Poiſon from her Husband's Wound. 
q Nor to the Glaſs alone are Nymphs inclin'd, | 
| But every bolder Vice of bold Mankind. . 
O JvvExar |! for thy ſeverer Rage ä 
To laſh the ranker Follies of our Age | 
Are there among the Females of our Iſle | 
Such Faults, at which it is a Fault to ſmile ? 
There are, Vice, once by modeſt Nature chain'd, 
And legal Ties, expatiates unreſtrain d. 2 ä 
Without thin Decency held up to View, | 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er Law and Goſpel too. 
Our Matrons lead ſuch exemplary Lives, | 
Men figh in vain for none but for their Wives ; | 
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Who marry to be free to range the more, 
And wed one Man to wanton with a Score. 
Abroad too kind, at Home tis ſtedfaſt Hate, 
And one eternal Tempeſt of Debate. 
What foul Eruptions from a Look moſt meek? 
What Thunders burſting from a dimpled Cheek? 
Their Paſſions bear it with a lofty Hand ? 
But then their Reaſon is at due Command. 
Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his Life? 
Truſt no Soul with the Secret but his Wife. 
Wives wonder that their Conduct I condemn, 
And ask, what Kindred is a Spouſe to them? 

What Swarms of am'rous Grandmothers I ſee ? 
And Miſſes ancient in Iniquity ? 
What blaſting Whiſpers, and what loud Declaiming ? 
What Lying, Drinking, Bawding, Swearing, Gaming ? 
Friendſhip ſo cold, ſuch warm Incontinence, 
Such griping Av'rice, ſuch profuſe Expence, 
Such dead Devotion, ſuch a Zeal for Crimes, 
Such licens'd Ill, ſuch maſquerading Times, 
Such venal Faith, ſuch miſapply'd Applauſe, 
Such flatter'd Guilt, and ſuch inverted Laws, 
Such Diſſolution thro? the whole I find, 
'Tis not a World, but Chaos of Mankind. 

Since SUNDAYS have no Balls, the well-dreſs'd Belle 
Shines in the Pew, but ſmiles to hear of Hell ; 
And caſts an Eye of ſweet Diſdain on all, 
Who liſten leis to CG xs than Saint Paul. 
Atheiſts have been but rare ſince Nature's Birth; 
Till now She-Atheiſts ne'er appear'd on Earth. 
Ye Men of deep Reſearches, ſay, whence ſprings 
This daring Character in timorous Things? 
Who ſtart at Feathers, from an Inſect fly, 
A Match for nothing but the Deity. 

But, not to wrong the Fair, the Muſe muſt own 
In this Purſuit they court not Fame alone ; 
But join to that a more ſubſtantial View, 
From thinking free, to be free Agents too, ” 
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They ſtrive with their own- Hearts, and keep them 


down, 


In Complaiſance to all the Fools in Town. 

O how they tremble at the Name of Prude ? 

And die with Shame at Thought of being good? 
For what will AxT1M1s, the rich and gay, | 


What will the Wits, that is, the Coxcombs, ſay ? 


They Heav'n defy, to Earth's vile Dregs a Slave, 
Thro' Cowardice molt execrably brave. 

With our own Judgments durſt we to comply, 

In Virtue ſhould we live, in Glory die. 

Riſe then, my Muſe, in honeſt Fury riſe ; 
They-dread a Satyr who defy the Skies. 


Atheiſts are few ; moſt Nymphs a Godhead own, 


And nothing but his Attributes dethrone. 

From Atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 

God is, and is Almighty——to forgive. 

His other Excellence they'll not diſpute, 

But Mercy, ſure, is his chief Attribute, 

Shall Pleaſures of a ſhort Duration chain 

A Lady's Soul in everlaſting Pain? 

Will the great Author us poor Worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a Sip of tranſient Joy? | 
No, he's for ever in a ſmiling Mood ; 

He's like themſelves 3 or how cou'd he be good? 
And they blaſpheme who blacker Schemes ſuppoſe — 
Devoutly, thus, JEHovan they depoſe 

The Pure ! the Juſt ! and ſet up in his Stead 

A Deity that's perfectly well-bred. 
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« Dear 'T——L——x ! be ſure the beſt of Men; 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Og1Gen. 
Tho? once upon a Time he misbehav'd, 

Poor Satan! doubtleſs he'll at length be ſav'd. 

Let Prieſts do ſomething for their One in Ten; 

It is their Trade; ſo far they're honeſt Men. 

Let them cant on, ſince they have got the Knack, 
And dreſs their Notions, like themſelves, in Black; 

« Fright 
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« Fright us with Terrors of a World unknown, 
« From Joys of this, to keep them all their wn. 
« Of Earth's fair Fruits, indeed, they claim a Fee; 
« But then they leave our untith'd Virtue free. | 
« Virtue's a pretty Thing to make a Show : 
« Did ever Mortal write like RocHEFouCAULT ? 
Thus pleads: the Devil's fair Apologilt, 
And, pleading, ſafely enters on his Liſt. 

Let Angel-Forms angelic Truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane. 
For what's true Beauty, but fair Virtue's Face ? 
Virtue made viſible in outward Grace ? 

She, then, that's haunted with an impious Mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks Mankind, 
But Charms decline; the Fair long Vigils keep: 
They ſleep no more! * QUADRILLE has murder d Sleep. 
« Poor K——Þ! cries LI VIA; I have not been there 
© Theſe two Nights; the poor Creature will deſpair. 
I hate a Crowd ——but to do Good, you know——- 

« And People of Condition ſhou'd beſtow. | 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K——e's grave Matrons run, 
Now ſet a Daughter, and now ſtake a Son; 
Let Health, Fame, Temper, Beauty, Fortune, fly ; 
And beggar half their Race — thro' Charity. 
Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 
I leſs ſhou'd blame this criminal Delight ; 
But, ſince the gay Aſſembly's gayeſt Room 
Is but an upper Story to ſome Tomb, 
Methinks we need not our ſhort Beings ſhun, 
And, thought to flee, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our Ruin with our Crime, 
And give Eternity to murder Time. 
The Love of Gaming is the worſt of IIls; 
With ceaſeleſs Storms the blacken'd Soul it fills ; 
Inveighs at Heav'n, neglects the Tyes of Blood, 
Deſtroys the Pow'r and Will of doing Good; 
| + > 2: "Rn 
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Kills Health, pawns Honour, plunges in Diſgrace, 
And, what is ſtill more dreadful — ſpoils your Face, 
See yonder Set of Thieves that live on Spoil, 


The Scandal and the Ruin of our Iſle! 


And ſee, (ſtrange Sight !) amid that Ruffian Band, 
A Form divine high wave her ſnowy Hand, 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted Box, 

Which loud as Thunder on the Board ſhe knocks. 


And as fierce Storms, which Earth's Foundation ſhook, 


From XAoLvus's Cave impetuous broke, 
From this ſmall Cavern a mixt Tempeſt flies, 
Fear, Rage, Convulſion, Tears, Oaths, Blaſphemies ? 
For Men, I mean—— the Fair diſcharges none ; 
She (guiltleſs Creature!) ſwears to Heav'n alone. 
See her Eyes ſtart! Cheeks glow! and Muſcles 
ſwell! 
Like the mad Maid in the Cum x Ax Cell. 
Thus that divine One her ſoft Nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her Soul to tender nuptial Joys ! 
And when the cruel Morning calls to Bed, 
And on her Pillow lays her aching Head, 
With the dear Images her Dreams are crown'd, 
The Die ſpins lovely, or the Cards go round; 
Imaginary Ruin charms her ſtill, 
Her happy Lord is Cuckold by Sravair : 
And if ſhe's brought to Bed, tis ten to one 
He marks the Forehead of her darling Son. 
O Scene of Horror, and of wild Deſpair ! 
Why is the rich Ar RIDESs' ſplendid Heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly Seat, 
And hide his Glories in a mean Retreat ? 
Why that drawn Sword ? and whence that diſmal Cry ? 
Why pale Deſtraction thro' the Family? | 
See my Lord threaten, and my Lady weep, 
And trembling Servants from the Tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay Son to diſtant Regions ſent ? 
What Fiends that Daughter's deſtin'd Match prevent ? 
Why 
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Why the whole Houſe in ſudden Ruin laid? 

O nothing, but laſt Night —my Lady play'd. 
But wanders not my Satyr from her Theme? 

Is this too owing to the Love of Fame? 

Tho', now, your Hearts on Lucre are beſtow'd; 
'Twas firſt a vain Devotion to the Mode. 

Nor ceaſe we here, ſince tis a Vice ſo ſtrong; 

The Torrent ſweeps all Womankind along. 

This may be ſaid in Honour of our Times, 

That none now ſtand diſtinguiſh'd by their Crimes. 

If fin you mult, take Nature for your Guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft Excuſe to ſooth your Pride; 
Ye fair Apoſtates from Love's ancient Pow'r ! 

Can nothing raviſh but a golden Show'r ? 

Can Cards alone your glowing Fancy ſeize ? 

Muſt Curip learn to punt ere he can pleaſe ? 
When you're enamour'd of a Lift or Caſt, 

What can the Preacher more to make us chaſte ? 
Can Fame, like a Repique, the Soul entrance? 
And what is Virtue to the lucky Chance? 

Why muſt ſtrong Youths unmarry'd pine away ? 
They find no Woman diſengag d from Play. 
Why pine the Marry'd ? —0O ſeverer Fate! 
They find from Play no diſengag'd——Eltate, 
FLAv1a, at Lovers falſe untouch'd and hard, 
Turns pale and trembles at a cruel Card. 

Nor AxRIA's Bible can ſecure her Age; 

Her threeſcore Years are ſhuffling with her Page. 
While Death ſtands by, but till the Game is done, 
To ſweep that Stake in Juſtice long his own; © 
Like old Cards ting'd with Sulphur ſhe takes Fire; 
Or, like Snuff ſunk in Sockets, blazes higher. 

Ye Gods! with new Delights inſpire the Fair 

Or give us Sons, and ſave us from Deſpair, 

Sons, Brothers, Fathers, Huſbands, Tradeſmen co 
In my Complaint, and brand your Sins in Proſe ; | 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my Crecd, 

In Spite of all our Wiſdom, you'll proceed. 
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Our Pride ſo great, our Paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 

| Advice to Right confirms us in the Wrong. 
Is hear you cry, © This Fellow's very odd. 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the Rod ? 

i But I've a Charm your Anger ſhall control, | 
if And turn your Eyes with Coldneſs on the Vole, 

The Charm begins ! To yonder Flood of Light, 
| That burſts o'er gloomy BRITAIx, turn your Sight. 
What guardian Pow'r o'erwhelms your Souls with 
| » > Ave? | p 
! | Her Deeds are Precepts, her Example Law. 
| Midſt Empire's Charms, how CAROLIxA's Heart 
| _ - Glows with the Love of Virtue and of Art-? 

Her Favour is diffus'd to that Degree, 
Exceſs of Goodneſs! it has dawn'd on me: 
When in my Page, to balance numerous Faults, 
Or godlike Deeds were ſhewn, or gen'rous Thoughts, 
She ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my Pen the borrow'd Luſtre drew. 

* Thus the majeſtic Mother of Mankind, 

To her own Charms molt amiably blind, 
Fl On the green Margin innocently ſtood, 
8 And gaz'd induglent on the cryſtal Flood ; 
Survey'd the Stranger in the painted Wave, 
And, ſmiling, prais'd the Beauties which ſhe gave, 

+ In more than civil War, while Patriots ſtorm ; 
While Genius is but cold, their Paſſion warm; 
While public Good aloft in Pomp they wield, 

And private Intereſt ſkulks behind the Shield; 

While M——rT and W—xs riſe in weekly Might, 
Make Preſſes groan, lead Senators to Fight, 

Exalt our Coffee with Lampoons, and treat 

The pamper'd Mob with Miniſters of State. | 
f While Arx hot from Hell makes Heroes fhrink,. 
« Cries Havock, and lets looſe the Dogs of Ink; 
Nor Rank nor Sex eſcapes the general Frown, 


But Ladies are ripp'd up, and Cits knock'd down, 
| 6. Tres 
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Tremendous Farce ! where ev'n the Victor bleeds, 
And he deſerves our Pity that ſucceeds; 
Immortal JuvExnAL ! and thou of FRANCE! 
In your fam'd Fields my Satyr dares advance; 
But cuts herſelf a Track to you unknown, ; 
Nor crops your Laurel, but would raiſe her own; 
A bold Adventure! but a ſafe one too 
For, tho' ſurpaſs'd, ſhe is ſurpaſs'd by you. 
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O * this laſt Labour, this me cloſing Strain, 

Smile, WaLyrOLE, or the Nine inſpire in vain. 
To thee 'tis due; that Verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where BRUxswick's Glory crowns the whole Deſign ? 
tz That Glory which thy Counſels make ſo bright; 

That Glory which on thee reflects a Light. 

Illuſtrious Commerce, and but rarely known 
To give and take a Luſtre from the Throne. 


_— 


k, Nor think that thou art foreign to my Theme; 
Ba The Fountain is not foreign to the Stream. 
How all Mankind will be ſurpris'd to ſee 
bis Flood of Bx1 rIis R Folly charg'd on thee ! 
Tre» I Yet, 
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Yet, BxirAIx, whence this Caprice of thy Sons, 

Which thro' their various Ranks with Fury runs! 

The Cauſe is plain, a Cauſe which we muſt bleſs; 

For Caprice is the Daughter of Succeſs, FF; ve 

(A bad Effect, but from a rf Cauſe!) | 

And pives our Rulers unde * Applauſe; 

Tells how their Conduct bids our Wealth increaſe, 

And lulls us in the downy Lap of Peace. N 
While I ſurvey the Bleſſings of our Iſlle, 

Her Arts triumphant in the royal Smile, 

Her publick Wounds bound up, her Credit high, 

Her Commerce ſpreading Sails in every Sky, 

The pleaſing Scene recals my Theme again, 

And ſhews the Madneſs of ambitious Men, 

Who, fond of Bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring Sword, 

And burn to give Mankind a fingle Lord. 

The Follies paſt are of a private Kind, 
Their Sphere is ſmall, their Miſchief is confin'd ; 
But daring Men there are (awake my Muſe, : 
And raiſe thy Verſe) who bolder Frenzy chuſe 
Who, ſtung by Glory, rave, and bound away ; 
The World their Field, and human Kind their Prey. 
The Grec1ax Chief, th' Enthuſiaſt of his Pride, 
With Rage and Terror ſtalking by his Side, 

Raves round the Globe; he ſoars into a God! 
Stand faſt OLymevs! and ſuſtain his Nod. 

The Pelt divine in horrid Grandeur reigns, 

And thrives on Mankind's Miſeries and Pains. 
What ſlaughter'd Hoſts! what Cities in a Blaze! 
What waſted Countries! and what crimſon Seas! 
With Orphans Tears his impious Bowl o'erflows, 
And Cries of Kingdoms lull him to Repoſe. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred Years unpraiſe 
The boiſt'rous Boy, and blaſt his guilty. Bays ! 
Why want we then Encomiums on the Storm, 

Or Famine, or Volcano ? They perform 
Their mighty Deeds ; they, Hero-like, can ſlay, ; 
And ſpread their ample Deſerts in a Day. | 
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O great Alliance! O divine Renown ! | 

With Dearth and Peſtilence to ſhare the Crown. 

When Men extol a wild Deſtroyer's Name, 

Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 
One to deſtroy is Murder by the Law, 

And Gibbets keep the lifted Hand in Awe ; | 

To murder Thouſands takes a ſpecious Name, 

War's glorious Art, and gives immortal Fame. 
When, after Battle, I the Field have ſeen 

Spread o'er with gaſtly Shapes, which once were Men; 

A Nation cruſh'd ! a Nation of the Brave 

A Realm of Death! and on this Side the Grave! 

Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad Survey, 

This human Chaos, carry Smiles away! 

How did my Heart with Indignation riſe ! 

How honeſt Nature ſwell'd into my Eyes! 

How was I ſhock'd to think the Hero's Trade 

Of ſuch Materials, Fame and Triumph, made ! 
How guilty theſe ? Yet not leſs guilty they, 

Who reach falſe Glory by a ſmoother Way ; 

Who wrap Deſtruction up in gentle Words, 

And Bows and Smiles, more fatal than their Swords ; 

Who ſtifle Nature, and ſubſiſt on Art; 

Who coin the Face, and petrify the Heart; 

All real Kindneſs for the Shew diſcard, 

As Marble poliſh'd, and as Marble hard: 


Who do for Gold what Chriſtians do thro? Grace, 


With open Arms their Enemies embrace: 
Who give a Nod when broken Hearts repine ; 
The thinneſt Food on which a Wretch can dine: 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 
And, in their Height of Kindneſs, are unkind, 
Such Courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
WaLeoLE, when Men forget to copy thee. 
Here ceaſe my Muſe ! the Catalogue is writ, 
Nor one more Candidate for Fame admit, 
Tho? diſappointed Thouſands juſtly blame 
Thy partial Pen, and boaſt an equal Claim, 
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Be this their Comfort, Fools omitted here 
May furniſh Laughter for another Year. 
Then let Cx18P1No, who was ne'er refus'd - 
The Juſtice yet of being well abus'd, | 
With Patience wait; and be content to reign 
The Pink of Puppies in ſome future Strain. 

Some future Strain, in which the Muſe ſhall tell 
How Science dwindles, and how Volumes ſwell. 

How Commentators each dark Paſſage ſhun, . 
And hold their Farthing-Candle to the Sun. 

How totur'd Texts to ſpeak our Senſe are made, 
And every Vice is to the Scripture laid. 

How Miſers ſqueeze a young voluptuous Peer, 
His Sins to LUC1FER not half ſo dear, 
How VERRES is leſs qualify'd to ſteal . 
With Sword and Piſtol, than with Wax and Seal, 
How Lawyers” Fees to ſuch Exceſs are run, 
That Clients are redreſs'd till they're undone, 

How one Man's Anguiſh is another's Sport, 
And ev'n Denials coſt us dear at Court. 

How Man eternally falſe Judgments makes, 
And all his Joys and Sorrows are Miſtakes, 

This Swarm of Themes that ſettles on my Pen, 
Which I, like Summer-Flies, ſhake off again, 


Let others fing ; to whom my weak Eſſay 


But ſounds a Prelude, and points out their Prey: 
That Duty done, I haſten to compleat 
My own Deſign ; for Toxson's at Gate. 

The Love of Fame, in its Effects ſurvey'd, _ 
The Muſe has ſung ; be now the Cauſe diſplay'd: 
Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its Sway, 

What 1s this Power whom all Mankind obey ? 

Shot from above, by Heav'n's Indulgence came 
This generous Ardor, this unconquer'd Flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify Mankind, | 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt Mind, 

By large-ſoul'd Men, for Thirſt of Fame renown'd, 


Wie Laws were fram'd, and facred Arts were found; 
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Deſire of Praiſe firſt broke the Patriot's Reſt, 


And made a Bulwark of the Warrior's Breaſt ; 
It bids ARGYLL in Fields and Senates ſhine. 
What more can prove its Origin divine? 
But oh! this Paſſion, planted in the Soul, 
On Eagle's Wings to mount her to the Pole, 
The flaming Miniſter of Virtue meant, 
Set up falſe Gods, and wrong'd her high Deſcent, 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful Force, 
Of Blots and Beauties an alternate Source; 
Hence G1LDon rails, that Raven of the Pit, 
Who thrives upon the Carcaſſes of Wit; 
And in Art-loving $caxBoRoOUGH is ſeen 
How kind a Patron PoLL10 might have been. 
Purſuit of Fame with Pedants fills our Schools, 
And into Coxcombs burniſhes our Fools ; 
Purſuit of Fame makes ſolid Learning bright, 
And NEwrToN lifts above a mortal Height. 
That Key of Nature, by whoſe Wit ſhe clears 
Her long, -long Secrets of five thouſand Years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the Whole, 
Why, and in what Degrees, Pride {ways the Soul? 
(For tho' in all not —_ ſhe reigns) 
attend my Strains. 
Ye Doctors! hear the Doctrine I diſcloſe, 
As true, as if *twere writ in dulleſt Proſe ; 
As if a letter'd Dunce had ſaid, *Tis right,“ 
And 1MPRIMATUR uſher'd it to Light. 

Io glorious Deeds this Paſſion fires the Mind, 
And cloſer draws the Ties of human Kind ; 
Confirms Society; ſince what we prize, 

As our chief Bleſſing, muſt from others riſe, 
Ambition, in the truly noble Mind, 

With Siſter-Virtue is for ever join'd ; 

As in fam'd Lucxsce, who, with equal Dread, 

From Guilt and Shame, by her laſt Conduct, fled : 


Her Virtue long rebell'd in firm Diſdain, 


And the Sword pointed at her Heart in vain ; 
5 But, 
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But, when the Slave was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her Side, her Love of Fame obey'd. 
In meaner Minds Ambition works alone ; 
But with ſuch Art puts Virtue's Aſpect on, 
That not more like in Feature, and in Mein, 
The God and Mortal in the comic Scene. 
Falſe JuL1vs, ambufh'd in this fair Diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman Liberties his Prize. 
No Maſk in baſeſt Minds Ambition wears, 
But in full Light pricks up her Aſs's Ears ; 
All I have ſung are Inſtances of this, 
And prove my Theme unfolded not amiſs. 
Ye vain ! deſiſt from your erroneous Strife 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe Sublime of Life. 
The true Ambition there alone reſides, 
Where Juſtice vindicates, and Wiſdom guides; 
Where inward Dignity joins outward State, 
Our Purpoſe good, as our Atchievement great; 
Where publick Bleſſings publick Praiſe attend, 
Where Glory is our Motive, not our End. 
Would'ſt thou be fam'd ? Have thoſe high Deeds in View 
Brave Men would act, tho” Scandal ſhould enſue. 
Behold a Prince! whom no ſwoln Thoughts inflame 
No Pride of Thrones, no Fever after Fame ; 
But when the Welfare of Mankind inſpires, 
And Death in View to dear-bought Glory fires ; 
Proud Conqueſt then, then regal Pomps delight; 
Then Crowns, then Triumphs ſparkle in his Sight; 
Tumult and Noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His People's Bleſſings to their ardent King : 
But, when thoſe great heroic Motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling Soul ſubſides to native Peace; | 
From tedious Grandeur's faded Charms withdraws, 
A ſudden Foe to Splendor and Applauſe ; 
Greatly deferring his Arrears of Fame, 
Till Men and Angels jointly ſhout his Name. 
O Pride celeſtial ! which can Pride diſdain ; 
O bleſt Ambition! which can ne'er be vain. 
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From one fam'd ALeins Hill which props the Sky, 
In whoſe deep Womb unfathom'd Waters ly, 

Here burſt the Ruoxx and ſounding Po, there ſhine, 
In infant Rills, the Danussz and the Rnins ; 

From the rich Store one fruitful Urn ſupplies, 
Whole Kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand Harveſts riſe. 

In Bxunswick ſuch a Source the Muſe adores, 
Which publick Bleſſings thro? half Euzorz pours. 
When his Heart burns with ſuch a godlike Aim, 
Angels and GeorGE are Rivals for the Fame; 
GEORGE, who in Foes can ſoft Affections raiſe, 

And charm envenom'd Satyr into Praiſe. 

* Nor human Rage alone his Pow'r perceives, 

Bnt the mad Winds, and the tumultuous Waves. 
Ev'n Storms (Death's fierceſt Miniſters !) forbear, 
And, in their own wild Empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus Nature's Self, ſupporting Man's Decree, 
stile Bx1TAin's Sovereign, Sovereign of the Sea. 

While Sea and Air, great Bxunsw1cx,ſhook our State, 
And ſported with a King's and Kingdom's Fate, 
Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs'd with Fear, 
Of ever loſing what ſhe held ==} _ 

How did Bz1iTAXNIA, like F Acn1LLEs, weep, 
And tell her Sorrows to the Kindred deep ? 

Hang o'er the Floods, and in Devotion warm, 
Strive, for thee, with the Surge, and fight the Storm ? 
What felt thy WaTL Torx, Pilot of the Realm? 

Our PaLixuxus þ flept not at the Helm; 

His Eye ne'er clos'd ; long ſince inur'd to wake, 
And outwatch every Star for Bxunswick's Sake. 
By thwarting Paſſions toſs'd, by Cares oppreſt, 

He found the Tempeſt pictur'd in his Breaſt. 

But now what Joys that Gloom of Heart diſpel, 

No Pow'rs of Language — but his own, can tell; 
His own, which Nature and the Graces form, | 
At Will to raiſe or huſh the civil Storm. 


* The King in Danger by Sea. + Hom. II. Lib. I. 
1 VII. Lib. V. 
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